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i  he  wooing  season 
1-iily  li.trlow 
i  a  1»j >  on  1 1 1  o  railway 
V\  hen  the  mill  blows 
Tubal  Cain 
beautiful  summer 
Nelly  Bly 

Give  me  a  c  -t  in  the 
vailey  I  love 
The  misseltoe  bough 
Uuderthe  vvainut  iree 
The r«* *is  a  brightness  in 
thine  eye, love 
We’re  a*  n odd  in 
Dream  ing  of  Katty 
Britannia  the  pride  of 
the  ocean 
Come  g- ntle  May 
Love  f.un  did  try 

*  ,UilSt 

The  moon  is  on  tilt 

waters 

i  dreum’t  thut  I  dwelt 
'l  lie  pleasure  of  kissing 
Coin  oher  de  mountain 
i  lie  iw i n t* 

I  lo\  e  her 

Cun  \\  eahh  or  f-  iend*- 
Come,  dwell  with  me 
Coming  through  the  ry* 

I  ll  •  iLts.i.iW 

Bwhl  Jack,  : lie  sailor 
A  p£Oi  11  ! b  rijmy 
(  vn  ;o  the  c  ha  > ge 
W  i no. ,  *  in*'  in  i hr-  morn 
Wake,  maid  of  Lo.  a 
Ho  inti  r.  go 
i.'enMm  ,md  passion 
I  lie  li.sliing  dwet 
An  aka,  my  love 
T»  luwtu U tr  me 
As  peiiSis a  Clt  «o 


CONTEXTS. 

True  courage 
N  ancy 

Grand  chorus 
The  lighthouse 
Tim  sailor’s  funeral 
I’ll  think  of  thee 
I  saw  ber  in  ber  noon 
Adieu,  my  native  land 
When  Bibo  thought  fit 
Get  along  Rosy 
I  love  to  dwell 
Yestre’en  1  met  her 
With  an  honest  friend 
Meet  me  by  moonlight 
I  leave  my  heart 
Love  wake  sand  weeps 
M  y  bosom  is  proof 
Turn,  O  turn 
A  shepherd  long  sigh’d 
When  a  fox 
Have  you  >e  u  my 
Encore  verses 
The  rat 

Farewell  and  return 
M  yJkxLing  is  on  the 
cold  ground 
Ere  around  the  oak 
The  seasons 
Kathlin  and  Teddy 
vv  h<  n  Napoleon 
Child  of  ear  i  h 
Little  Dunks 
Don  Giovanni 
The  mariner’s  toast 
Tiu 

Old  friends 
li"  sui tor’s  hope 
The  >iiih  r’s  dirge 
Water  parted 
Sweetheart*  and  wives 
Hwre’a  the  oordtal 
Liimotliy  W  ick 


The  (‘uniting  cooler 
The  unciioiKmitiiS 
Ellen  and  Lindor 
Hark  away 

The  memory  of  the  past 
Man  was  n.adeto  mourn 
’ids  now  tii.ee  I  sal 
Oh,  tell  uie  memory 
The  adventures 
I’m  afioat 

O  say  wilt  thou  love  me 
The  gip^y  queen 
He  that  will  not 
Dot  mid  curr*  one 
Toe  barrel  of  pork 
Beam  hope 

Ghost  of  a  grim  scrag 
The  cadger’.-,  life 
To  be  gazing 
T  he  sailor  boy 
Sigh  tio  more,  ladies 
idle  kleph’s  bride 
The  deserted  maiden 
Chide  me,  chide 
This  rose  to  calm 
How.  when,  and  where 
Blythe  was  she 
Oil.  lady  fair 
Care  fly  far  away 
Such  a  nobbv  head 
Can  l  *’er  fo  gel  thee 
A ‘maiden  there  lived 
Forget  thee 
Mister  Burney 
New  bay  walls  its  sweet  s 
Modern  appearances 
The  lass  of  Richmond 
lull 

Hark,  the  loud  tuning 
h®rn 

si w eel  Mr.  Levi 
Bloom  is  on  the  rye 


LONDON  : 

Apt,  IV  GOODE,  AYLlisDURY  STREET, 

Ivy'll  gMjRkenavell 

yjwWn  *  ^  v>  ^  ^rtrh 
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the  WOOING  8BA80N, 

Sung  by  Miss  Pool. 

Ooat  thou  idly  wish  to  h6ar 
At  what  gentle  seasons 
Nymphs  relent  when  lovers  near, 
thetenderest  reasons. 

A!j,» 1 Mey  Si ve  their  faiih  too  oft— 
lo  the  careless  wooer, 

Maidens  'hearts  are  always  soft, 
Would  that  men's  were  truer, 

Wp2»i»Vair  one  when  around— 
Early  birds  are  singing, 

hen  o  er  all  the  fragrant  ground 

wMlej:bs  1re  sw  inging,  ’ 

V  hen  Ill*-  brook  side  bank  ana  grove 
All  w i tii  blos,oms  laden, 

b  ivm'!!!  11  beauty,  breathe  of  love. 
Woo  the  timid  maiden.  * 

her  wilen  with  rosy  blush* 
Summer  eve  is  sinking, 
when  on  rills  that  softly  gush— 
Stars  ie  sofrly  winking; 

Whbower,f°  bough8  that  knit  the 
Moonlight  gleams  are  streaming 
Woo  her  till  the  gentle  hour.  * 
VVake  a  gentler  feeling. 

Woo  her  when  Autumnal  dyes- 
Jw U»  w°o<ly  mountain, 
ri  ?hthe  dl’°°PinS  foliage  lies, 
r  *  weedy  fountain. 

that  tells  how  'ast¬ 
ir  outn  is  passing  over, 

Warn  her  ere  her  bloorn  is  past, 
lo  secure  her  lover. 

A\aT."*rWhen  1116  norlh  wiBda 

* 1  1ft 1 1 ice  nightly, 

v\  lien  within  the  cheerful  call, 
iJ?  ?Ze  f  10  brightly. 

IV  h.le  the  wintry  tempest  sound. 
Sweeps  the  landscape  hoary. 

Sweeter  n.  her  ears  shall  sound. 

Loves  delightful  story, 


1  d0,lti9  so®'*  h°W  *8’  bu‘  80mvbo* 

N°7own  *  U  hard  0p0n  BiUy  B*r~ 

xt  ,  . 0h  dear*  oh  raggedy,  oh. 

N°Woisnt  it  hard  upon  Billy  Bar- 

As  day39  g0*ng  down  town  t'otbe1 

The  people  all  stared,  and  some  of 
'em  did  say  - 

ain't  so ’,7owrUnee°Vey  n°W>  ',e 

'  g“faemXv^a,ady'  that’s  wr»- 

T  Oh,  dear,  See 

1  gUBarlow0t'  S&y9  a  lady  tiiat’s  Mr* 

Thenor?,a  F),aP, in  this  town,  Of  his 
name  I  can't  think. 

?oVt7dn;ir'ok,perfiuade  pe°p,e  "ot 

n  hf.1  b“  8how#  me  his  medal,  gays  I 
us  no  go, 

ly  SarIowke  “  tee'totaI1«'  U«- 
ThaBarJowater  C“re  do“'«d*“i*  Biily 


A*  daWyenighPt  B°nd  Street  ,ast  Satui- 
1  "“ed'a^ir11  ,icItIed  "hen  I 

°'  cheM-rdw,°„fdyoTe  ,adie‘  at  Mi- 

A  Vlow1Dff  the  lskeness  of  Billy  Bar- 
B"*ly  Barfovr*0  g°°d 


BILLV  BARLOW. 

As  sung  by  Mr,  Cowell. 

°h,dr,Uo"UKdoTd°n  gen,1’me".  how 

I,mandonee.fhoee,y°U  Wilh  °ne  boot 


They  went  In  to  buy  it.  and  I  gaw 
em  tnrn  pale, 

for“i‘eChCU  *,e  ‘°ld  'em  “  «•*»'» 
FOrhi'miit0emu«e^.aXPd  for  »*“«  *o 
Barlow*  Gernflan  musJc  to  BiU 
'p». .  r,  .  Oh  dear.  Sec 

»BBiilyWB0“rlow.0!t 

r0rt‘thMy,S°UthamPt0n  1  went 

Wh?Va^v!VahyaL*d  r0U“d  a“d 


Why  that's  Kossuth  incog.,  and  I'd 
have  ye  to  know ,  r<nw 

They  set  thu  hells  ringing  for  Billy 

uarlow.  qj1>  dear  See. 

•Cause  a  Hung’ry  young  hero  was 
Billy  Barlow, 


I  paid  sixpence  t’other  day,  and  odd 

To  see'lotsfof'chicken  a  hatching  by 


The  first  class  fare  Ue  then  paid  do*  n 
Thinking  thus  to  l>e  the  firs* t  in  tow* 

That  day  upon  the  railway,  ^ 

Paddy  who  had  bi  en  the  lady  s  de- 

Jumps  into  n  box  with  all. his  mighl. 
Chock  full  of  ladles  drest  m  wldt-. 
Who  were  going 


c0  I  *  said’ to  the  man  who  conducted 


C*inlyouhhaich  me  a  chicken  like 
Billy  Barlow  t  0„;  Jtc. 

He's  rather  a  rare  bird  is  Billy  Bar- 
low. 


Now  young  London  gen'i'men  I  11 
wish  you  goodbye,  .  ,t 

IM1  get  a  new  suit  when  clothes  am  t 

My  Quit’s  shocking  bad,  that  all  of 

BuUUooks'wcll  on  the  head  of  Bd- 
ly  Barlow. 


He  sat  among  their  satins  white. 

They  screamed  with  all  their  might. 
For  he  put  them  in  a  terrible  fright. 
That  day  upon  the  railway. 

Up  came  a  c  hap  with  curly  hair. 
Swore  that  Paddy  had'nt  paid  hit 

I  And  cursed  hint  for  an  Irish  bear, 
Whe'd  never  been  on  a  railway. 
Pat's  Irish  blood  began  to  rise. 

He  took  the  spalpeen  by  8*ir£™s?*kig 
He  bled  his  nose  and  blacked  hie 

That  dVr  upon  the  railway. 


PADDY  OS  THE  RAILWAY. 
Tune— King  of  the  Cannibal  Islands. 


Paddy  one  day  from  Greenock  town, 
To  Glasgow  city  .sure  was  bound  . 

He  swore  that  it  it  cost  him  a  crown 
He'd  go  along  the  railway. 

Paddy  from  home  had  never  been, 

A  railway  train  hud  never  seen.  . 

He  hm*ed  to  we  the  great  machine. 

That,  runs  along  the  railway. 

With  that  he  flew  mJ  unooh  case, 
ghow  me  the  railway  it  you  piasei 
Mv  carcase  will  not  be  at  ni*e. 

Till  I  get  along  the  railway. 

Hubbaboo,  dideroo.  flllilco,  a'l  the 

Vbceehu-dred  miles  .-half  the  day 
U.,  -ays  he.  get  out  ,f  ‘he  *ay. 
Fori  lu  going  by  the  rail***?. 


The  Peeler  soon  grabbed  poor  P at 
And  before  the  magistrate  (that  flat). 
He  swore  lie  had  been  in  fact 
rsigh  murdered  on  the  railway 
For  throe  months  Paddy  was  sent  to 

BadHuck'to  the  rail,  he  had  his  fill. 
The  silent  dodge  made  him  quite  ill. 
Alter  excitemen  t  on  the  railway. 
Soon  he  are*  quite  thin  and  weak, 
Thinks  he,  I've  had  a  narrow  squeak 
For  bedad,  they’ll  not  even  let  m« 

Through  fighting  on  the  railway. 


Hubbaboo.  fllliloo.  all  the  way, 
Sure  there  was  the  devil  to  pay, 
I  never  shall  forget  the  day. 
That  I  run  after  the  railway. 


WHEN  THE  MILL  BLOWS. 


?,  athFlflrpTopU^^a8  terrible 
T&e  raSw-ay  station  soon  h«  louad. 


When  the  wind  blows 
Then  the  mill  goes, 

•■rssi. 

i  w.SSafttfM*. 


TUBAL  CAIN. 

Compos^ 


(And  for  many  a  day  old  Tubal  C»ti», 
a  i  brooding  o'er  his  woe. 

And  his  hand  forebore  to  stnite  the 
ore. 


and  sung  by  Henry  Russel  1  Pmh  ore,  . ’  w  lutf 

fiahed  in  (Davidson’s  Musical'  Treal  BA.n?  hi8  furnace  smouldered  low 
sury.  ‘tea-  Bui  lie  rose  at  last  will*  cheerful 


eid  r.  •  ,  And  a  bJr,Sh.t  courageous  eye, 

rn  ,2lmLCain  Tas  a  man  of  And  bai*ed  his  strong  right  arm  for 

ln  tfte  day 8  when  the  earth  wa*  work, 

Bv  thJXDrni^i-  While  the  quick  flames  mounted 

7  11  ?  JleiTPe  red  Bgfit  of  his  furnace  .  J  Jw«h ; 

TbJfflBL  ,  And  he  saug,  Hurrah  formyhamli- 

Aiu)  Lftu/!11?  hammer  rung,  work. 

And  lie  IiftPd  h,«,h  u;a  v. - *-  .  And  the  red  sparks  lit  the  air; 


AnriLuAj  r.1  V.  “»Hi*ner  rung,  ,  "w*. 

oVthltled  h!gh  his  bra«ny  hand,  And  the  red  sparks  lit  the  air; 

Till  the  *nn«ii  glowin5  clear*  Not  alone  for  theblade  was  the  bright 

mi  tilt,  (parks  rushed  out  in  scarlpt  steel  made: 


Tin  ci.  V  i-iear, 

Tl  1  *  rou?ai^8  rushedout  in  scarlet 
h^^shioned  the  sword  and  the 

ADd  work*"®  hurrah  for  ™y  handi- 
Hurrah  for  the  spear  and  sword. 
Hurrah  for  the  hand  that  shall  wield 
them  well. 

For  he  shall  be  king  and  lord. 


lo  Tubal  Cain  came  many  a  one. 

As  he  wrought  by  his  roaring  fire. 
And  each  one  prayed  for  a  strong 
steel  blade,  i 

a  A/ihe  cr<5wn  of  his  own  desire. 


- - -  nws  IHCUiiklll 

steel  made; 

And  he  fashioned  the  first  plough 
share. 

Then  sing.  Hurrah  for  Tubal  Cain, 
Our  staunch  good  friend  is  he ; 
And  for  the  ploughshare  and  thw 
plough,  , 

To  him  our  praise  shall  be. 

But  while  oppression  lift  s  its  head, 

A  tyrant  would  be  lord. 

Though  we  may  thank  him  for  the 
Plough , 

We’ll  not  forget  the  sword- 

BEAUTIFUL  SUMMER. 
(Music at  William's,  Cheapside.) 


Anri  w iiuani'8,  uneapsic  e.) 

Ana  he  made  them  weapons  sharn  r>  ,  . 

and  6trong,  P  Beautiful  summer  there’s  joy  eu  your 

Till  they  shouted  loue  for  glee  .  wing. 

And  gave  him  gifts  of  pearls  and  Ar0UbeliysVli1neg^rCath  °f  the  flow€K 
Spoils  of  the  forest  free  There’s  sum hine  and  beauty  wher- 

And  they  sung  hurrah  for  Tubal  Rooli,^ef  ye  play*  ,  ^ 

Cain,  Beautiful  summer,  oh,  fly  not  away 

Who  bath  given  us  strenth  anew.  Heau,i*‘ul  summer,  oh.  fly  not  away 
Hurrah  for  the  smith,  hurrah  for  the  In  the  forest  thy  pinions  are  wooing 


gold 

Spoils  of  the  forest  free. 


lire,  the  trees 

And  hurrah  for  the  metal  true.  Their  gressi  h’ads  to  bend  to  ti  ** 

V*  •  .  liglit  happy  bretze ; 

And  tin  flowers  look  up  with  a  bluMi 
But  a  sudden  change  came  o’er  his  as  >e  By. 
w  ♦?ad*  ^  i  To  open  their  blossoms  when  sum- 


head. 

Ere  the  setting  of  the  sun. 

And  Tuba]  Cain  was  fitted  with  pain. 

For  the  evil  he  had  done,  v^a  _  r. 

He  saw  that  men  with  rage  and  hate  Vt  Jj®  Moom,?f  fb>  Bowers,  ;ho 
Made  war  upon  their  kind?  Tll„  *”«•" •>“  win,. 

And  the  land  was  red  w  ith  the  blood  1  he  fe«^hme  aud  b*utuy  your  happy 
they  shed  |,r»n»r  ; 

In  their  lust  for  cnrnace  blind,  "  11,1  **!f,  1  0  d  tonrl*  of  winter  wil5 
And  he  said,  Alas, 'that  ever  I  made  *lt,u  1  tt"a?’,. 

Or  tl.at  skill  of  mine  should  plan,’  A  et<  'v«  11  lo»e  tKee.theMgk 

he  spear  and  ibe  sword  for  men  'o  decay. 


* _  .  .  ‘  w..s.-  wmn 

«aer  is  nigh. 

Beautiful  stammer.  &<• 


- — ....  v,s  uiuiv  *110111(1  pcin,  | 

The  spear  and  ibe  sword  for  men 
whosejoy , 

Is  to  slay  their  fellow-man. 


Bvautliui  £«imnert  Its, 
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nBLLY  bly. 


Nelly  Bly,,  Nelly  Bly,  bring  the 

WdS^itchen  clean  my  lub 
and  liab  a  little  song,  ak 

Poke  de  wood  my  lady  lub.  an  make 

Anf<while  I  take  de  banjo  down  just 
gib  de  raiusli  a  turn. 

U“igh.  Nelly,  ho,  Nelly,  listen  lub 

I>11  *?ng  for  you,  play  for  you.  a  dul- 
cent  melody* 

Nelly  Illy  bad  a  voice  like  de  turtle 

I  neursit  in  de  meadow  aud  I  hears 

Kelly  Bly  had*a  heart  warm  as  cup 

bigger  dan  de  s-veet  potato,  down 
in  Lennesse.  Hejgh  NcUyi  &c 

Nelly  Bly  shuts  her  eve  when  she 

AI1’ gw0hen°sbe  wakens  up  agam.  her 

De  rY  -  »•« foot- 

an*  den  etoe-biriiws.it  down. 

An*  when  it  light*.  der’s  music  dab, 

indltpartuftheto^n*  . 

Ill  w*  r  Heigh,  Nelly.  &c. 
Nelly  Bly,  Nelly  Bly.  nehber,  nebber 
Nehber  Win*  dfe  tear-drop  to  de  cor 

For*de  pteia  mane  of  pumkins,  and 

de  mush  i*  mad«  nienty 

An  der'*  ram  an’  ptimkms,  plenty, 

lub.  lying  in  the  bg™^  KeUy, 


mere,  wooed  by  the  sunshine  and 
kisstd  by  the  gale. 

The  proudest  might  envy  our  home 
in  the  vale.  0n,  give  «tc 

Lov’st  thou  to  listen  to  music’s  sweet 

Ob. V  come  to  the  woods  where  the 
song  birds  rejoice*  - 

Or  wou^ost  thou  be  free— to  the  fo- 

The^taVfn  his  freedom  bounds  mer- 

When^ummer  is  gone,  and  the  win¬ 
ter’s  chill  hours,  *  nnfi 

Have  rifled  the  greenwood  ond 
blighted  the  flowers,  * 

Thou-li  icebound  the  brook,  and 
snow^eovered  the  uaie. 

The  proudest  might  sigh  for  our 
homeinthsvale,oh/g.ve>&c. 


GIVE  ME  A  COT  IN  THE  VAL¬ 
LEY  I  LOVE. 

1  ctrf  not  how  humble,  for  hapyy 

If  onTfa  thful  heart  wiU  but  share 

OuV^haunts*  shall  be  nature’s  own 

6urbge“<s  stolibe  mlture’s own  bcsu- 
lilul  flowers. 


the  MISSELTOE  BOUGH. 

The  misstfltoe  hung  in  the  castle  i 

Theholly-branrh  slione  on  the  old  | 

And^tfi^baron's  retainers  were  f 

Keeping  "their  Christmas  holiday.  ,  * 
TliePBaron  beheld  with  a  father  s 

HisPbeauliful  child  young  Lovell’s 

V  hUe  she  with  her  bright  eycssecin- 

Thestar  o/the  goodly  company. 

Oh,  the  misseltoe  bough. 

I’m  weary  of  danfijiig.  now  rte  criejl 
Here  tarry,  a  moment  1  H  hide,  l 

And'lL"v*\I»be  sure  fhou’rt  the  firs 

The'cluMo'my  ,MH»t  lurking  place 
Away  she  ran,  and  hei  friends  ue 

EaeMower  to  search  and  each  pool! 

And  “young  Lovell  cried.  Oh,  wherl 

dost  thou  liide  ?  .  ■ 

I’m  aloue  without  thee,  my  own  deaj 

bride, ^  misseltoe  bough, 


/ 


\ 


/They  sought  her  that night  and  they 
•OUght  her  next  day. 

And  they  sought  her  in  vain  when  a 

t  week  passed  away, 

In  the  highest,  the  lowest,  the  lone¬ 
liest  spot, 

Young'  Lovell  sought  wildly,  but 
found  her  not. 

And  years  flew  by,  their  grief  at 
last. 

Was  told  as  a  sorrowful  tale  long 
past. 

And  when  Lovell  app*  ared,  the  chil¬ 
dren  cried. 

See  the  old  man  weeps  for  his  fairy 
bride, 

Oh,  the  missel  to  9.  bough. 


At  length  an  old  chest  that  had  long 
lard  hid. 

Was  found  in  the  castle.  They  rais¬ 
ed  the  lid. 

And  a  skeleton  form  lay  mouldering 
there. 

In  the  bridal  wreath  of  that  lady 
fair. 

Oh,  sad  was  her  fate.  In  sportive 
jest 

She  hid  from  her  lord  in  the  old  oak 
chest. 

It  closed  with  a  spring,  and,  dread  - 
.fuldoom. 

The  bride  lay  clasped  in  her  living 
tomb. 

Oh,  the  miaseltoe  bough. 


UNDER  THE  WALNUT  TREE. 

Under  the  walnut  tree,  dance  with 
me 

Gay  as  fairy  elves  we’ll  be. 

In  some  sylvan  shade  ; 

Trip  it  lightly  o’er  the  verdant  mea¬ 
dow, 

Here  no  worldly  sorrow  shall 
our  hearts  invade 
Under  the  Walnut  tree,  fee. 

Oft  by  the  glow-worm’s  light, 

Elfins  gay  and  spirits  bright. 

Meet  beneath  the  branches  height, 
And  dance  till  peep  of  morn  ; 
Tripping  lightly  o’er  the  verdant 
meadow. 

Night’s  pale  nectar  quaffing  from 
i.  tnt  woodbine's  horn. 

Under  the  Walnut  tree.  &e. 


THERE’ A  A  BRIGHTNESS  UT 
THINE  EYE  LOVE. 

There’s  brightness  In  thine  eye.lov*’ 
Like  light  in  summe  r  hours: 
There’s  an  odour  in  thy  sigh,  lore. 
More  sweet  than  opening  flowers. 
There’s  Ruby  on  ihy  lip,  love* 

More  briuht  than  rosy  wine. 

From  no  other  cup  I’d  sip.  love. 

But  the  nectar’d  brim  of. thine. 

There’s  a  brightness  .vc. 


The  mi|sic  of  thy  tongue,  love. 

Would  still  a  -eraph’s  voice  ; 
There’s  a  softneps  in  thy  song,  love, 
Like  the  breeze  when  flowers  re¬ 
joice. 

A  world  is.thr  kls*.  love. 

And  in  thy  smiles  X  see 
Such  rapture.  I’ve  no  wish,  love. 
But  destiny  and  thee. 

There’s  a  brightness,  fee. 


WE’RE  A  NODDIN. 


An’  they’re  a’  noddin,  nid,  nid.  nod 
din. 

Oh,  they’re  a’ noddin,  at  our  honse 
at  home. 

The  cats  love  milk  and  the  dogs 
love  broo. 

The  lads  love  lasses,  and  the  lasses 
love  lad9  too ; 

Kate  sits  i’  the  neuk,  wi’  a  pan  full 
of  broo. 

And  the  carle  tak’  ye  a’,  for  ye’re  a’ 
noddin,  £c. 

O  we’re  a*  noddin,  nid,  nid,  nod" 
din, 

0  we’re  a’  noddin  at  our  house  at 
liame. 

And  how  d’ye  kimmer,  and  how  d’ye 
thriv*  ? 

And  how  many  bairn9.ha;  ye?  kim¬ 
mer,  I  ha’  five. 

And  are  they  a’  at  liame  ?  Oh,  na 
nt.  nn, 

Twa  o’  tlvem  are  gone  wi’  Willie  far 
aw  a’ 

And  we’re  a’  noddin,  fee. 
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^  DREAMING  OP  £ATTY. 

was  dreaming  of  theet  darling 
Katty. 

When  you  woke  me  wid  that  pretty 
kiss, 

I  dreamt  you  was  joyous  and  chat¬ 
ty# 

And  sharin’  wid  me  all  my  bliss 
But  now  am  I  was  in*  to  sorrow, 
from  me  you're  a  goin'  to  part; 

Oh.  stay  wid  me  love  !  or  to  mor¬ 
row. 

Faith  and  troth  I'll  bo  breaking 
my  heart. 


Wh^  leave  the  swate  isle  of  ,ould 

To  iive  on  a  wild  stranger  soil  ? 
Perchance  to  be  wearin*  and  tearin' 
Yourself  all  to  pieces  wid  toil. 
Then  stay  wid  me,  honey,  don't  lave 
me. 

To  battle  thro*  life  all  alone  , 

Oh.  stay,  for  'tie  parting  will  grieve 
me ; 

Oh,  stay,  and  be  bone  of  my  bone 


When  war  spread  its  wide  desola¬ 
tion. 

And  threatened  the  land  to  deform 
The  ark  of  Freedom's  foundation, 

Britannia  rode  safe  through  the 
storm ; 

With  her  garland  of  Victory  round 
her. 

So  bravely  she  bore  up  her  crew , 
And  her  flag  floated  proudly  before 
her. 

The  boast  of  the  red,  white,  and 
blue. 

The  .vine  cup,  the  wine  cup,  bring 
hither, 

And  fill  it  up  true  to  the  brim. 
May  the  wreath  Nelson  won  never 
wither. 

Nor  the  star  of  his  glory  grow  dim 
May  the  service  united  ne'er  sever. 

But  still  to  her  colours  prove  true. 
The  army  and  navy  for  ever. 

Three  cheers  for  the  ii,  vr:£te 
and  blue. 


Now  don't  ye  be  after  a  cry  in’ 

And  fakin'  on  so— ne^r  mind 

Tho'  your  father  and  mother  are 
tryin' 

To  persuade  ye  yer  Darby’s  un¬ 
kind. 

Now  is  it  unkindness  to  wish  %e 
To  stay  wid  .myself,  ne'er  to 
pant 

There's  a  kiss  for  my  dartin' 
cushla. 

You're  mine  dearest  pulse  of  mj 
heart. 


COME,  GENTLE  MAY. 

Come,  gentle  Mnj, 

Young  spring  for  thy  sweet  breath  it 
,,  sighing. 

Fading  away# 

The  storms  of  old  winter  are  dying. 
And  maidens  fair 

Now  are  searching  the  woodland 
bowers. 

To  deck  their  hair 

Witli  \v  re  at  ns  of  thy  beautiful  flowers 
Come,  gentle  May. 


BRITANNIA  THE  PRIDE  OF 
THE  OCEAN. 

Or,  Red,  White,  and  Blue. 

O  Britannia  the  pride  of  the  ocean. 
The ‘home  of  the  brave  and  the 
free, 

The  shrine  of  each  patriot's  devotion 
The  world  offers  homage  to  thee. 
Thy  mandate  heroes  assemble. 
When  Hb«r)y'a  form  stands  in 
view 

Thv  banners  make  tyrants  tremble, 
when  borne  by  the  red,  white,  and 
blue. 


LOVE  FAIN  DID  TRY. 

Love  fain  did  try  to  sever  friend 
ship's  chain, 

But.as  he  broke  the  links  they  joined 
again. 

Friendship  with  love  united  still 
remains. 


TOAST. 

merry  heart  and  a  sound  consti¬ 
tution. 


fffE  fiOON  18  ON  THE  WATEB.  '  *HE  PLEASURE  OF  KISS1TJO 


When  the  moon  is  on  the  wa*er 
I  will  hasten  love  to  thee. 

Of  all  earth's  fairest  daughters. 

Thou  the  dearest  art  to  me. 

Th o'  rude  winds  may  ruffle  theoeean 
Still  my  bark  shall  tempt  the  sea. 

And  in  the  strains  of  pure  devotion. 

I  will  sing  love  songs  to  thee. 
When  my  star  of  nope  was  waning. 

There  was  one,  but  one  heart  true. 
And  which  sharedwithont complain¬ 
ing.  ,  . 

A 11  the  charms  my  bosom  knew 
It  was  thine  my  gentle  Mart, 

Thou  wert  all  the  world  to  me 
And  however  fortune  vary, 

I  will  still  be  true  to  thee. 

Thou  wert  dear  to  me  in  childhood 
When  the  rose  bud  on  its  tree. 

As  it  blossomed  in  the  wildwood 
Was  an  emblem  love  of  thee 
fn  thy  youth  thou  wert  still  dearer— 
With  the  dawn  of  reason  came. 
Thoughts  that  brought  thee  to  me 
nearer, 

Tho  they  bore  not  yet  lovers  name 

But.  thy  womanhood  unfolding. 

Won  the  secret  from  my  heart. 
And  my  life  was  in  thy  holding. 

For ’t  was  death  from  thee  to  part; 
I  have  foved  thee  gentle  Mary, 

I  have  loved  thee  thro'  the  past. 
And  however  fortune  vary, 

'  1  will  love  thee  to  the  last. 


I  DREAM’T  THAT  I  DWETT  IX 
MARBLE  HALLS. 

I  dreamt  that  1  dwelt  in  marble  halls. 

With  vassals  and  serfs  at  my  side. 

And  of  all  who  assembled  within 
those  walls. 

That  I  was  the  hope  and  the  priae; 

I  had  riches  too  great  to  count— 
could  boast* 

Of  a  high  ancestral  name  : 

And  I  alto  dreamed  which  charmed  ] 
me  most 

That  you  loved  me  still  the  same, 

l  dream' t  that  suiters  besought  my 
hand,  .  t*n«is* 

That  knights  upon  their  benced 

And  with  vows  no  maiden's  heart 
could  withstand,  * 

That  they  ujedged  their  faith  to  me 
And  d ream’d  that  one  of  this  noble 
host. 

Came  forth  my  hand  to  claim  : 
Yet  I  also  dream'd  which  charm’d 
nr.e  most,  . 

They  loved  me  still  the  same. 


There’s  something  in  kissing,  1  can 
not  tell  why. 

Makes  my  heart  in  a  tumult  jump 
more  than  breast  high  ; 

For  nine  times  in  ten, 
tio  teazing 
And  pleasing 

We  find  those  rude  creatures,  the 
dear  kissing  men,  I  again. 

That  we  wish  it  repeated  again 

Though  a  kiss  stop  my  breath.  Oh! 
how  little  care  I, 

Since  a  woman  at  some  time  or 
other  must  die ! 

For  nine  times  in  ten. 

So  teazing. 

And  pleasing. 

We  find  those  rude  creatures,  th 
the  dear  kissing  men. 

That  we  wish  it  repeated  again  and 
again. 


j  GOING  ODER  DE  MOUNTAIN 

Oh  I  here  I  am  both  old  and  young, 

[>i stall  to  my  funny  song. 

I’ll  sing  you  one  not  very  long. 

Of  going  ober  de  mountain. 

Chorus. 

Pare-de-well  my  own  true  lub 
Fare-de-well  my  darling. 

Oh,  good  bye  my  nigger  gal, 

I  am  going  ober  de  mountain. 

I  fell  in  lub  with  a  nigger  girl. 

And  she  i  thought  was  a  good  P  'L 
But.  1  am  forced  to  leave  my 
'Cause  I’m  going  oberde  mountain 

My  poor  gal  began  to  cry. 

And  with  a  cloth  she  wipe  her  ey  *, 
She  told  me  that  she  would  die 
If  I  went  ober  de  mountain. 

My  poor  gal  did  faint  away. 

Then  on  the  ground  she  did  lay. 

And  I  heard  all  the  people  say. 

Him  going  ober  de  mountain. 

Oh,  frem  the  ground  my  galdid  rise. 
And  with  mvcoat 

Say*  I, lawk!  my  gal  how  you  cue* 
'Cause  I’m  going  oberde  mountain^ 

I  kissed  my  nigger  girl,  and  pressed 
her  hand.  r  .  . 

Her  eyes  ran  like  a  fountain, 

!  So  good  bye  all  my  friends  at  bo*a* 
1  I  am  going  ober  de  mountain. 

Now  all  good  people  I  have  done, 
i  And  I  hope  you  will  buy  a  song, 

1  For  you  see  I  want  some  browns,/ 

|  To  help  me  ober  de  mountain 
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THE  BOLD  ADRGOO:, 

Vhere  was  an  ancient  fair,  O  she  lov'd 
a  neat  young  man, 

And  she  could  not  throw  siy  !ooks 
at  him,  nut  only  thro'  h«  r  fan, 
With  hei  winks  uud  blinks,  this 
wand  lint:  minx 

Her  Quizzing  glass  her  leer  and 
BldJr. 

O  l  she  lov  d  a  bold  Dragoon,  with  his 
long  sword,  saddle,  bridle,— 

Whack,  row-di-dow,  Ac. 

She  had  a  rolling  eye,  its  fellow  it 
had  none. 

Would  you  know  the  reason  why. 
it  was,  because  she  had  but  one; 
With  her  winks  and  blink  this 
waddling  minx 

She  could'nt  keep  her  one  eye 
idle, 

O  !  she  leer'd  at  this  Dragoon,  with 
his  long  sword, saddle,  br-id1:-,— 
Whack,  row-di-dow,  &c. 
Now  lie  was  tall  and  slim,  8..;*rju&b 

u  ,  a?Sj85ori  ,w,as  «rown> 

He  look'd  Ju*t  like  a  mile  in  length, 
»nd  she  like  a  mile  stone  ; 
w,th  b®r  winks  and  blinks  this 
waddling  minx 

Iier  quizzing  glass,  her  leer  and 
s  idle, 

01  she  sigh'd  to  this  Dragoon,  mess  I 
your  long  sword,  saddle,- bridle. 
Whack,  row-di-dow,  &c. 

Soon  he  led  unto  the  chureh  thebeau- 
teous  Mrs.  FI  inn, 

W  ho  a  walnut  could  have  crack'd 

n  hef  no*e  <*  ehin; 

-  O  then  site  winks  m  marriage  links 
1  ^Jour.focted  bride  from  cburc  Ii 
did  sidle. 

A%  the  wife  of  this  Dragoon,  with  his 
long  sword,  saddle,  bridle,— 

Whack,  row-di-dow,  \c. 

A  twelvemonth  scarce  Jiad  pass’d 
when  he  laid  her  under  ground. 
Soon  he  threw  the  onion  from  his 
eyes  and  touch'd  ten  thousand 
pounds; 

For  her  winks  and  blinks  her 
money  clunks, 

«  i  d.?rs  not.  ,€t  her  cash  lie  idle. 

So  long  life  to  this  Dragoon,  with  his 
Jong  sword,  saddle,  bridle. 
Whack,  row-di-dow,  &c. 

THE  STUNNING  MINCE  PIE 
Tune— The  GrejtMeat  Pie. 

4A  blessings  seldom  come  alone, 

And  we  ve  had  a  meat  pic,  sucn  a 
whopp<r! 


But  at  meat  alone  some  people  groan 
Of  mince  meat  we'll  have  a  topper. 
While  strowliug  out  the  other  day, 

A  mince  pie  caught  my  eyes. 

Its  contents  I'll  give,  aud  then  you'll 
say. 

It  must  be  a  tolerable  tidy  size. 

Tol  de  rol,  dec. 

Ten  thousand  pounds  of  raisins  new* 
And  of  currants  an  equal  share 
W  Ith  seventy  tons  of  suit,  ti«  w- 
Into  this  Christmas  fare. 

Nine  hundred  pounds  of  fine  fresh 
meat, 

W  itli  seventy  loads  of  flour. 

And  three  hundred  gallons  ol  brandy 
mat. 

To  keep  it  from  turning  sour. 

Tol  de  rol,  Ac# 

Of  citron  peel  five  hundred  pounds— 

You  n,U8t  not  think  i<  a  lie, 

W  ith  fine  salt  beef,  a  hundred  rounds, 
W*  re  put  in  this  stunning  mince 

About  two  million  score  of  eggs, 
nr4Vdu0t  aPbles  abont  the  same, 

Wtili  butter,  about  nine  hundred 
kegs. 

The  sugar  I  really  can't  name. 

Tol  de  rol,  ^cc 

Of  spices,  I  can  scarcely  tell 
H  iw  many  sacks  were  taken, 

Bu-  tins  I  know  extremely  well, 
h  'heir  weight  the  earth  was 
rhaken. 

,  ®  disir  «n  which  the  pie  was  mix’d, 
look  fourteen  years  to  form. 

And  when  the  pie  was  in  it  fix'd, 
ror  seven  long  years  kepi  warm. 

Tol  de  rol,  dec 

This  pie  it  toox  three  years  to  inakV 
Eight  hundred  men  tc  mix  it. 
Another  year  it  took  to  bake. 

And  three  months  in  the  dish  to  A* 

A  sledge  was  made  this  pie  to  bear. 

'its  true,  now,  what  1  say. 

And  one  hundred  horses  I  do  declaim 
It  took  to  draw  it  awn*. 

Tol  de  rol,  dee 

°TChA  Rie  was  bein*  bHilt. 

a  Tho  scaflfold  poles  gave  way, 

And  Vpiit  hundrtd  men  more  were 
In  tiiis  pie  and  Smelted  away. 
A^^^indmenwnefuickly  brought 
I  heir  bodies  for  to  And, 

Hut  not  one  single  soul  was  caught, 

&o  they  wer  r  forc'd  to  leave ’em  b* 
Idl'd 

Tol  de  rol, 


/ 


KNOWJBSr  THOU  THE  l^ND.  . 

Am  Orisnil  Song  written  by  Emily  I  ™E  c°NTENTED  MAN 

""  “W  m"VM-  T  «.*m  „ 

AIE— •  The  land  ofth»  Welt.’  To  J^Ics”!  contentment  as  much 

K  NO  WEST  thou  tbs  land,  where  ^"nl'n^r ‘°  ba  *,U'd  "«“>•<«» 
-5X  the  myrtle  doth  twine,  let'em  say,  Tho'  he’s  mute  k..., 

‘h*  »'"de*  »here  the  beams  or  the  u„0*Tt‘X"'*  man,  "  P  ’  k  n0 
sun  ever  shin*,  My  portion  it  small*,  arts**  #  A 

"  here  the  fireflies  glow*  and  the  it,.1  «^er  mind  h  1  of  tiat- 

son gst  rs  above,  •  Why  thou  Id  I  with  ,  # 

Are  warbling  Sweetly |Kn  accents  of  »  t  !,,ne  contend,  *  *  of  for 

Ohl°thUher,  ph!  thither  with  thee  T,  findl*l°n*$  ff°°d  and  bad  *•  * 

1,1  Vle efir,n8  °?’my  ,over  *0  litre  and  f®r  aifilnd!  mrao,ft  a,ld  to  §Par® 
10  016# 


to  spare 


Kn17eeVbloom!nil  Whera  ‘he  °""  ‘l“i^‘Ure*  h“<‘lMo««b  for 

And  the  <  arth«  |  brightest  flowers  T*W«„?S?V  1  <‘an  c*n  earn  ju<t 

throw  around  WlrWfume.  I 

‘“.as.1 

Oh  thither,  fcc.  1  d'nV  it!  ,”0re  h“W*  1  do  aot 
Kn,}Jw  yj  *he  land  where  ihe  rivulets  Possess,0*  *°  n,“*h  M  1  wish  to 
And^Vreeae  ,yer  so„  "W*  hard 


oom,’  . .  T.  . 

arthsj  brightest  flowers  An  1  can  can  cam  ju<t 

roi.nd  theiriperfurpe!  I  #M»fcU^!:eupp<;ri* 

ir  Incense  delightful  Is  1  ‘ tl,ink.2«i#K what  he 


AndthI„^ebeIlowe:*r  SOr*  fanne‘h  8,1 
Whbro‘‘rn*ronTh;  .°/„the  n'«"Mnr.l.. 

An<io»ely  end°falrf8Ce  °f  “8*ur#  «• 
Oh  I  thither,  dec. 


8‘i,&rd!.t!,rl.n.it0  ■**"  '<*  a 


lovely  and  fair.  There's  some  rfolks  *their  numaimu 

Oh  I  thither.  Ste.  .  J"il}.n,.,9n  *>«  Pnnllnr,  H  ,k*d* 
And  think  by  their  wits  toon  to  mat. 

I,,n*uaee  whwSS?iii"orniBK *-»«* 

Where  the  rtVers’soft  ZeZ'wTthl 

role,  cooling  breathT  “  ,he  A*  mu?h  ,wlth°thit„L,'ooW*  head 
Ne’er  bore  on  their  wines  the  sad  I  work  l»t»  i„Shlnk.,n** 

tidings  of  death.  *  rin,  d  *ar,r*  ,nd  ™«rrily 

Obt  thither, &c*  And  the*  greatest  of  lux’riea  I  «„j 
„  when  I’m  drinkinar  1  flnd 
Thither  oh  thither  with  thee  would  Long  |if.„ 

A"1rdorije«hebr^  myrt,a  “ndcf- 

IM  tail  in  a  fairy  bark  o’er  the  blue 

Kl| 

^  beloved  for  ever  with 
Oh  thither,  dee 


WAKE,  MAID  OF  LORN 

’’a^SSBfiSSSSjS 

vow. 

What  chieftain**  praise  these  pibroch’s 

What  crest  l*  on  these  banner*  wove! 

The  harp,  the  minstrel  dare  not  tell 
l’he  riddle  mult  be  read  by  love. 

GO  TRIFLER,  GO. 
r»o  trifier  go,  your  flattery  leave, 
°°l,liatlure  which  leads  our  sex  astray 
Still  smiling,  only  to  deceive. 

And  ynore  securely  to  betray, 
etna’s  side,  thus  verdure  bright, 

°  Deludes  the  swain,  and  hope  it^pires 

While  with  an  overwhelming  nurht, 

Tbe  fflSK  Volcano  pours  its  tires. 

REASON  AND  PASSION. 

I  et  not  passion  govern  reason, 

Or  to  wild  luxuriance  nDoot  : 
Passion  blooms  a  short-liv  d  season. 
Reason  is  a  lasting  root. 

Cheerful  as  an  April  morning 
Passion  at  its  birth  appears. 

Vernal  tints  each  hope  * idornmg. 
Vernal  smiles,  and  vernal  teais. 

For  the  tear  of  fervid  pleasure 
Like  an  April  dew-drop  is. 

Brilliant  as  an 

Transient  as  the  Zephyr  s  kiss. 

But  on  solid  truth  relying* 

When  two  hearts  are  jom  d  in  one, 
Reason,  ev'ry  change  defying, 

Gives  an  everlasting  sun. 

THE  FISHING  DUET. 

Thus  for  men  the  women  faij*’ 

I  -tv  the  cunning  cunning  snare. 
While  like  fish  the  men  will  rove, 

>\!d  with  beauty  fall  in  love. 

What  is  beauty  but  the  bait. 

Oft  repented  when  too  late. 


If  too* rash  you  seize  the  prize. 

Now  display'd  before  the  eyes. 

How  you'll  rue  when  all  is  Past, 
Hymens's  hook  will  hold  you  fast, 
Ereyou  marry  then  beware, 

Tis  a  blessing  or  a  snare. 

AWAKE,  MY  LOVE. 

The  tree*  regain  their  verdant  pride 
The  turtle  woos  his  tender  bride. 

To  love  eacn  warbler  tunes  his  song. 
And  forth  in  dimples  glides  along. 

O  more  than  blooming  daisies  fair 
More  fragrant  than  the  vernal  air 

the 

Tlien  come  the  transient 

Nor  fear  what  fleets  so  fast  will  cloy. 


REMEMBER  ME. 

Wrfuen  !•»  t  !•'»«•. •"d***!  u  “ 

Am— "The  Rose  of  Allandale .” 
When  Mary  meets  her  lover  dear. 
Within  the  shady  grove. 

She  listens  with  a  willing  ear. 

And  wlfcn°he  £&W«>e  church. 
And  there  on  bended  knee. 

He  vows  to  cherish,  love,  respect. 
She'll  then  remember  me. 

Oft  have  we  walked  by  yon  brook  side 
Kromise  made 

0h% ’ 

X»il  e'er  remember  thee. 


AS  PENSIVE  CHLOE. 

As  pensive  Chloe  walked  alone. 

The  feathered  snow  came  softly  down 
Like  Jove  descending  from  his  tower 
To  court  her  in  a  silver  shower. 

The  wanton  flakes  flew  to  her  breast. 
As  little  birds  into  their  nest  ; 

But  overcome  with  whiteness  there, 
For  grief  dissolved  into  a  tear  ! 
Thence  falling  on  her  garment  hem, 
Te  deck  her,  troze  into  a  gera. 


TRUE  COURAGE, 

WHY,  what’s  tliat  to  yea.  if  my 
eyes  I’m  a  wiping, 

A  tear  is  a  pldasure,  d'ye  see,  in  its 
w  iy , 

*Ti*  nonsence  for  trifles,  I  own,  to  be 
Diping; 

B*t  they  that  han't  pity,  why  I 
pities  they. 

Says  the  captain,  says  he  I  shall  ne¬ 
ver  forget  it. 

If  of  courage  you’d  know,  lads,  the 
true  from  the  sham, 

Tis  a  furious  lion  in  battle,  so  let  it 
tt.it  duly  appease#  'tis  in  me  icy  a 

lamb.  ^ 

There  was  bustdng  Bob  Bounce,  for 
the  old  one  not  curing, 

Helter  skelter,  to  work,  pelt  away, 
out  and  drive; 

Swearing  in*  f  »r  his  part,  had  no  ne- 
t  ion  of  sparine. 

And  us  for  u  foe.  why  he'd  eat  him 

iiliv-  . 

But  In  n  that  he  found  an  old  pri¬ 
soner  he'd  woundd. 

That  once  saved  his  life  as  net^r 
drowning  he  swum. 

The  lion  was  tamed,  und  with  pity 
confounded. 

He  cried  over  him  just  all  as  one 
as  a  latub.. 

That  my  friend  Jack  or  Tom  I  should 
rescue  from  danger. 

Or  lay  my  life  down  for  each  lad 
in  the  Hire*, 

Is  nothing  ut  all,— 'tis  the  poor 
wounded  stranger. 

And  the  poorer  the  more  I  shall 
suecoui^distress. 

For  however  their  duty  bold  tars 
may  delight  in. 

And  peril  d  *fy,  us  a  bugbear  a  flam. 
Though  the  lion  may  Irel  surly  plea¬ 
sure  in  fighting, 

lie’ll  feel  more  bv  compassion  when 
t urn’u  to  a  lamb. 

Th-’  heart  and  the  eyes,  you  see  feel 
the  same  motion. 

And  if  both  shed  their  drops,  'tis 
all  to  the  same  end  : 

And  thus 'tis  that  tv«ry  light  lad  of 
the  ocean.  .  .  . 

Sheds  his  blood  for  his  country, his 
tears  for  his  friend. 

If  my  maxims  d  seuse,  tis  disease  I 
•hall  di«  on,— 

You  may spi**» rand  titter,  I  don't 
care  a  damn!  . 

In  me  let  the  foc.feelthepaw  of  alum. 
But,  the  battle  once  ended,  the 
heaitof  a  lamb. 


NANCY. 

\70V  ask  how  it  comes  that  I  sing 
A  about  Nancy 

Forever,  yet  find  something  new. 
As  well  may  you  ask  why  delight  fills 
the  fancy, 

When  land  first  appears  to  the  crew. 
When  safe  f  rom  the  toils  of  the  peri¬ 
lous  ocean. 

In  each  heart  thanks  of  gratitude 
spring. 

Feel  this,  and  you’ll  have  of  my  Joy 
a  faint  notion. 

When  with  rapture  of  Nancy  I  sing^ 

You  and  I  nature’s  beauties  have  seen 
the  world  over. 

Yet  never  Knew  which  to  prefer; 
Then  why  should  you  wonder  that  I 
am  no  raver. 

Since  I  see  all  those  beauties  in  her 
Why,  you’ll  find  about  ships  all 
you've  known  and  been  hearing. 

On  their  differentbeariugs  to  bring. 
Though  they  all  make  their  ports  they 
all  vary  in  steering. 

So  do  I  when  of  Nancy  I  sing. 

Could  a  ship  round  the  world,  wind 
and  weather  permitting, 

A  thousand  times  go  and  come  back 
The  ocean's  so  spacious 'twould  never 
be  hitting. 

For  leagues  upon  leagues  the  same 
tack : 

So  her  charms  are  so  numerous,  so 
various,  so  clever. 

They  produce  in  my  mind  such  a 
string. 

That  m  >  tongue  once  let  loose,  I  could 
sin*  on  for  ever. 

And  vary  tbeoftenerl  sing. 

Shall  I  tell  you  the  secret,  you've  but 
to  love  truly, 

Own  a  heart  in  the  right  place 
that’s  hung,  .  , 

And,  just  as  the  prow  to  the  helm 
answers  duly. 

That  heart  will  lend  words  to  the 

tongue.  T 

No  art  do  I  boast  of,  no  skill  I  in¬ 

herit. 

Then  do  not  of  my  praises  ring, 
lint,  to  love  and  to  nature  allow  all 
vhe  merit. 

That  taught  me  of  Na*e~  to  sing. 


GRAND  CHORUS  IN  OBERON . 

HENCE  sorrow  !  hence  car* 

Hail  happy,  happy  pair, 

Pride  is  humbled — envy  dies. 

And  constancy  obtains  the  piiae. 


I2& 


IN  BV'KY  FERTILE  VALLEY, 


fn  ev'ry  fertile  valley. 

Where  nature  spreads  the  grass. 
Her  liliy  conduct  rally 
To  every  lad  and  lass; 


Where  weary  reapers  labours. 
With  Sylvia  gay  be  seen. 

Or  to  the  pipe  and  tabor. 

Light  ti  ipping  o’er  the  green. 


Where  cowslips  sweetly  smiling. 
Bedeck  the  verdant  shade. 
Appear  the  hours  beguiling. 

Or  head  some  gay  parade. 

Pursue  these  methods  boldly. 
Nor  sink  in  hopeless  grief  ; 

The  fair,  once  treated  coldly. 
Will  quickly  grant  relief. 


ALL  ENDEAVOURS  FRUITLESS 


All  endeavours  fruitless  prove. 
Former  pleasure  to  regain  ; 
Sunk,  alasl  in  hopeless  love. 
Can  the  slave  escape  his  chain  ? 


Leave,  O  leave  me  to  endure,— 
Probe  not  wounds  that  rend  my 
heart. 

When  the  patient’s  past  a  cure, 
Med’eine  but  augments  his  smart. 


A  THOUSAND  WAYS  TO  WEAN 
MY  HEART. 


A  thousand  ways  to  wean  my  heart 
I’ve  tried, 

But  can’t  remove  him  $ 

And,  though  for  life  I’ve  sworn  to 
part. 

For  life  1  find  1  love  him. 

Still,  should  the  dear  false  man 
return. 

And  with  new  vows  pursue  me. 

His  flatrtering  tongue  would  kill  my 
scorn. 

And  still,  1  fear,  undo  me. 


AS  FORTUNE’S  BILLOWS 
HEAV’D. 


As  Fortune’s  billows  heav’d  me. 
When  shipwreck’d  on  this  shore, 
A  little  bark  receiv’d  me. 

Without  a  mast  or  oar. 


At  random’s  mercy  lying, 

Hope,  love,  and  lire  my  freight. 
While  ev’ry  effort  trying 
.  To  bailie  with  my  fate— 


This  store,  so  dearly  cherish’d. 
One  single  breaker  cross’d, 

I  sank !  my  cargo  perish’d— 
Hope,  love,  and  life,  were  lo»* 


AWAY  WlTH  SUSPICION. 

AWay  with  suspicion,  that  bane  to 
?  desjry— 

The  hfeart  that  loves  truly  all  dan- 
g er  defies. 

The  rules  of  discretion  but  stifle  the 
fire:. 

On  its  merits  alone  true  beauty  relies, 

What  a  folly  to  tremble 
Lest  the  lover  dissemble 
Hit  fire; 

5nrtl»s  that  woo, 
ill  and  coo; 

While  wc  enjoy  we  must  be  true. 
And  to  repeat  it  is  all  we  cap 
desire. 


SONG— Euphroiyjte.  | 

From  MifUiJhe  social  joys  of  life 
OeletfiM  Ififcru  Itai  n :  $ 

No  prdlwplpWfevish  strife 
Shall  joifrour  jocund  train. 

Without  my  aid  Content  bnt  nods 
With  vmfylng  smile,— 

1  mortals  raise  to  mate  with  gods. 

And  every  care  beguile. 


THE  GOD  OF  LOVE, 

The  God  of  Love  will  ever 
Heap  blessings  on  the  pair, 
Where  pleasings  the  endeavour 
Both  of  the  swain  and  fair. 


Believe  me,  kind  good-nature 
Of  beauty  stands  in  place, 
Gives  bloom  to  ev’ry  feature. 
To  ev’ry  action  grace. 


Then  never  slight  the  lover. 
Or  draw  too  tight  his  chain, 
lest  in  the  end  the  rover 
Succeed  the  dying  swain. 


THINK  NOT,  BASE  MONKEY. 


Think  not,  base  monkey,  to  cajole  me 
so*  [you  know. 

When  at  St,  Giles’s  Churvh,  full  weil 
We  were  out- ask’d  above  t  Area  mon  tbs 


ago; 

And  if  so  be  as  how 
We  are  not  married  now. 

That  it  was  my  fauit  eau  you  say  l 
Willing  as  the  flowers  in  May, 
What  brought  I  this  brass  ring  for, 
pray?  [day; 

you  eame  dress’d  out  upon  the 
L  too,  was  dress’d,  a  silly  toad : 
But  frightened  at  the  man  in  brook. 
At  the  church  door  you  turn’d  your 
baek,  \ 

And  ran  away  down  Tyburn  Road. 
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ISC*  AJR?*yi  MAS. 

So.  wailful  man  so  oft  ketrars. 

B/  subtle  wiles  and  hardy  wavj 

?Our  weak  mi  guarded  sex  4 
y  oaths,  dissembl’d  sighs  aad,  tear*, 
o  malt  our  hearts,  to  rhviu  om 
V  pars, 

And  still  our  minds  perplex  : 

In  revehge  I‘m  determin’d  to  treat 
'  him  with  scorn, 

Aud  show  him  a  nymph  can  perplex 
in  her  turn. 

&ut  Strephou’s  hear*,  with  purest 
.  .  fire. 

With  kindest  love,  and  fond  desire, 
Has  ever  warmly  glow’d; 

Iret  his  may  be  like  all  the  rest, 

A  treach’rous  bait  to  snare  the  breast, 
.And  so  my  fears  forebode. 

Those  fears,  than,  shall  teach  me  to 
treat  him  with  scorn. 

And  show  him  a  nymph  can  ensnare 
in  her  tv  *n. 

A  HINT  TO  LOVER9, 

While  y>u  pursue  me. 

Thus  to  undo  me, 
fhtre  rujn  lies  in  all  you  say: 

To  bring  your  toying 
Up  to  enjoying. 

Call  first  the  priest,  then  name  the 
day. 

Lasses  are  willing 
As  lads  for  billing, 

Sfhen  marriage  vows’  are  Lindly 
press'd : 

Let  Holy  Father 
Tie  us  together. 

Then  bill  your  fill,  and  bill  you*  best. 

THERE’S  NOT  A  SWAIN  ON  THE 
PLAIN. 

There’s  not  a  swain 

xet  ..V11  tl14'  pl**in. 

Would  be  bless’d  as  I, 

Vh,  could  you  but  senile! 

But  you  appear, 

So  severe, 

.  0T,ia*  trembling  with  fear,. 

My  heart  uoe»  pit-a-pat  all  ihe  wlnle. 
When  I  cry. 

Must  Id  it. 

You  make  no  reply. 

But  look  shy. 

And  with  scornful  eye. 

Kill  me  with  your  cruelty  5 
How  can  you  be, 

*'2ir<*  to  me- 

There’s  not  a  swain,  dec 
•  WHAT  A  PLAQUE  IS  LOVE,  * 

Oh,  what  a  plague  is  lovea 
f  pannot  bear  it.  * 


■  What  fit-  tfo.chrs’d  can  prbvfrr 
I  Or  pain  com.*  near  ii? 

Wjbcn  I  would  tell  my  mind. 

My  h ears ; misdoubt «me; 
A*i.*ben  *  k>9*k*  I  find 
With  scorn  she  routs  me 

HAUGHTY  CAELIA 

Hauahty  Caiia,  still  disdaining 
Ne  er  shall  triumph  o,er  my  heart  4 
**£  er  With  mean  complaining. 
Sue  for  comfort  to  my  smart. 

I’ll  appear  the  careless  rover. 

Let  her  coquettish  airs  affect ; 

Like  a  gay,  a  happy. lover. 

Treat  contempt  with  cold  neglect 

N™J>  ye  damp  the  passion,. 

where  with  honour  love  attends. 
Never  cross  with  indignation 
Love  that  fairest  truth  commends. 
Constant  minds,  alikeMlsdaining 
Insincerity  and  fraud, 

I  wi,h  obtaining, 

1  While  their  hope  their  hearts  ap¬ 
plaud, 

COME,  THOUR^SY  DIMPLED 

Come,  thou  rosy  dimpled  boy. 

Souice  of  every  heartfelt  joy. 

Haste  to  Phillida  away, 

This  is  thine  and  Hymen's  day; 

BJd  her  thy  soft  bandage  wear. 

Bid  her  for  Love's  rites  prepare. 

Let  the  nymphs  with  many  a  flower 
Deck  the  rosy  nuptial  bower. 

Thither  lead  the  lovely  fair. 

And  let  Hymen,  too,  he  there. 

This  is  thine  ana  Hymen’s  cbiy.— 
Haste  to  Phillida  away. 

ADAM,  OF  BEIrtG  SINGLE 

WEa  4ii, 

Adam  of  being  single  weary, 

Pi.jtetl  for  his  destined  dearee. 

Ami  from  himself  this  wife  lo  C'n 
^  1  8 rib*  WaS  formed  *ron»  Ins  chiy«4 
had  he  n”  balm. 

He  like  a  porpoise  in  a  calm, 

Ere’*  clapper  al  way  ^kepthUu^waki*, 
fairy  song, 

Piid|.n.?e*.7QUBh  the  »ir. 

Hnoni  k  70u’  ttnc  hefrUrtid  you 
H»ppy,  happy  pair 
1  U  drive  away  youi  care. 


n* 


YESTRE’EN  I  MET  HERON  THE 
MOOR* 

Y  estre'en  I  met  her  on  th*  moor, 

A.  sonsee  lust  I  ween ;  -  , 

Her  cheeke  were  flushed  wUEerimson 
o'er. 

An'  love  beamed  in  her  e'en. 

ha e  soft,  tae  eweet,  her  lovely  mor'. 

’Twad  shame  the  gowan  flower ;  . 
An'  arch'd  was  her  bonnie  brow. 
Beyond  the  pencil’s  power. 

'Twas  melody  itself  to  hear. 

The  words  fa'  fra  her  tongue ; 

That  angels  in  their  azure  sphere. 
Wi'  list'ninjc  rapture  hung. 

I  glowed  to  be  some  happy  swain. 
Alone  by  Ihe  burn  side. 

An'  Mary,  who,  on  ilka  plain, 

Sae  sweet  an’  fair  a  bride. 


WITH  AN  HONEST  OLD  FRIEND. 

With  an  honest  old  friend  and  a 
merry  old  son*. 

And  a  flask  of  old  port  let  me  set 
the  night  long. 

And  laugh  at  the  malice  of  those  who 
repine. 

That  they  must  swig  beer  whilst  I 
drink  wine. 

1  mvy  no  mortal  iho’  ever  so  great 
Nor  scorn  !  a  wretch  for  his  lowly 
estate. 

But  what  I  abhor  and  esteem  as  a 
curse 

Is  poorness  of  spirit,  not  poorness 
of  purse.  V  , 

Then  dare  to  be  generous,  dauntless 
and  gay. 

Let’s  merrily  pass  life’s  remainder 
awav. 

Upheld  by  old  friends  we  our  foes 
may  despise. 

For  the  more  we  are  envied,  the 
higher  we  rise. 

MEET  MR  BY  MOONLIGHT, 

Meet  me  by  moonlight  alone. 

And  then  I  wi.l  tellyou  a  tale. 

Must  be  told  by  the  moonlight  alone, 
in  the  grove  at  the  end  of  the  vale 

You  must  promise  to  come,  for  I  said 
I  would  show  the  ni«»ht  flowers 
their  queen; 

Nay,  turn  not  away  thy  •wertliead, 
•Ti»  the  loveliest  ever  was  seen. 

Oh  mee*  me  by  moonlight  alone* 


Daylight  may  do  for  )fee  gav, 

The  thoughtless,  the  heartless,  th# 
free  ; 

But  there's  something  about  th# 
moon’s  raye. 

That  Is  sweeter  to  you  and  to  me. 
Oh,  remember,  be  sure  to  be  there. 
For  though  dearly  a  moonlight 
prise, 

I  care  net  for  all  in  the  air. 

If  I  want  the  sweet  light  of  you# 
eyes. 

So  meet  me  by  moonlight  alone. 

*  _ 

I  LEAVE  MY  HEART  WITH  THEl£ 

I  leave  my  heart  with  thee,  my  loye, 
Tho*  forc'd  from  thee  to  stray ; 

Wi’  mickle  grief  I  onward  move. 

And  lonely  take  my  way. 

How  tedious  will  the  houw  appear. 

Each  day's  ft  year  to  met 
For  ah,  my  love,  my  only  dear 
I  leave  my  heart  wi'  thee. 

Tho’  fragrant  wreaths  my  eyes  invite 
'  Thy  beauty  smiles  around. 

In  roses  red,  in  lilies  white. 

Thy  blooming  sweets  are  fouod ; 
Nae  other  charms  my  een  can  cheer. 
Alike  all  seem  to  me. 

For  ah  my  love,  my  only  dear, 

'I  leave  my  heart  with  thee. 

At  ir.v  return,  ah,  may  I  find 
Thy  truth  defy  auld  Time :  / 

I'll  bring  thee  pelf.that’rules  mankind 
Ere  yet  I've  lost  my  prime  ; 

[  Thy  vows  of  truth  alone  can  clieer 
A  lone  give  bliss  to  me. 

For  ah,  my  love,  nay  only  dear, 

'  I  leave  my  heart  with-thee 

LOVE  WAKES  AND  WEEPS, 

Love  wakes  and  weeps. 

While  Beauty  sleeps! 

O  for  Music's  softest  number*! 

To  prompt  a  theme 
For  beuty’s  dream 
8oft  as  the  pillow  of  her  slumber* 

Through  groves  of  palm 
Sigh  gales  of  balm. 

Fire  flies  on  th**  uir  are  wheeling; 

While  through  the  gloorn 

Comes  soft  perftime,  _ 

The  distant  beds  of  flowers  lcvcaling 
O  wake  an*  five  ;  ^ 

No  dream  can  give  . 

A  shadow’d  bits*,  the  real  excelling  . 
No  longer  sleep, 

From  lattice  peep, 

And  list  the  tale  that  love  IslelUng 
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MV  BOSOM  IS  PROOF.  ‘ 

*»  Proof  against  trans- 
..  PJrt*  and  sows, 
ix-T.A  faw,'jn»  of  treacherous!  man. 
k  Who  by  a^Unmaces,  by  cringing 

Ensnares  every  woman  he  can. 

Hi\1SraPOcS,U8t/al8e*an‘,his^‘ 

Hit  oaths  and  his  cringing  a  lie 

B*Ch  comp}ete,al0ne  their  de8iro*  to 
And  gain  what  we  ought  to  deny. 

Poor  Daphne  too  soon  own’d  the 
flame  in  her  breast. 

Too  easy,  too  quickly  was  won ; 

Her  swain  from  that  moment,  a 
rover  confess’d,  * 

forsook  her,  a  maiden  undone. 

And  now,  if  young  Strephon  had 
conquer’d  my  heart,  [he. 
To  my  wish  were  none  pleasing  as 
I  sooner  would  die  than  this  sfcet 

A  ill  pHiCf 

*1  11 1  prov’d  he  as  truly  lov’d  me, 
"URN,  O  TU^{ RELENTLESS 


Withliwn"  mountai"*>  er<>»«  •** 

i  Each  painted  child  of  Ifav 

A  SHEPHERD  LONG  SIGH'D. 
fa’i?rd  l0"S  Wdfo'a  beautiful 


A  DUET 

T»'!l?U\rn'  rlentless  fair, 
i  uy  hapless  Strephon’s  pain,— 
liaise  him  from  the  last  despair , 
bniiis,  and  bid  him  live  again. 

Prithee,  lay  aside  your  folly 
How  can  I  or  take  or  giv£  ’ 

S  h!S  if ?h!fllrlh  .or  melancholy? 
Hut  if  that  contents  you— live. 

T°°  pow'r^°U  k”0W  your  8rt  and 
Kv'ry  way  my  woes  to  calm,— 

“*  'hour*1  W,U  ieal  from  ll>at  »weet 
Wherein  you  pour  a  friendly  balm. 
'Trntlul  pity  your  condition : 

But  if  your  poor  heart  must  bleed 
Till  I  act  your  kind  physician.  a 
rour  case  it  desperate  indeed. 

rE  FLOWERS  THAT  BLOOM. 

r#  *meadf  that  bloom  in  yonder 
Where  fluwg  the  crystal  tide 
And  mbbliug  lambkins  sportive  feed 
Along  the  current’s  side.  W“ 
ve  oft  have  seen,  and  smil’d  to 
My  love  to  him,  his  love  to  me  ’ 

W,tn^ns?  fl0Ck*’  ye  htrd».  ye 
That  o’er  the  pastures  stray 


- - -  suBenngs  and 

nent  scorn*  ‘ime  th,s 

heart-weunded  with  gri.  f 

^fjSS£eTnTh 

And  m  turn  feel  tile  force  of  K,ve> 
T°°  “ow’d,1'6''  PaSSi0n  8,le  never  had 

I  Th°breas{-  triUmpl,,<1  uIonp  in  her 

But  laugh'd’  While  the  shepherd  in 
misery  moan’d,  *  r  x  m 

breast  to  perplex,  *,tr 

And  convert  to  delight  all  hi,  pain 

WHEN  A  POX. 
u'hl"J a.fo*  for  u  while 

Th?.7ifa1M  ev}’rV  snare 

T.  Th«  Peasants  ull  sing.— 
i  he  felon  is  conuuer’d.  O  rar* 


THE  TR1UMP  OF  WINE 

WHAT  though  from  VehUs  Cupid 
n  sprung;. 

No  attribute  divine 
—  Whate’er  thr  bawling  bards  have 
sung — 

Had  belli*  hour  till  Bacchus  strung, 
And  dipp’d  his  darts  in  wine : 

Till  old  Silenus  plung'd  the  boy. 

n  nectar  from  the  vine ; 

Thou  love,  that  was  before  ft  toy, 
became  the  source  of  mortal  Joy ; 

The  urchin  shook  his  dewy  wings, 

And  careless  level’d  clowns  and  kings— 
Such  power  has  mighty  wine. 

When  Theseus  on  the  naked  shore 
Fair  Ariadne  left, 

D'ye  think  she  did  her  fate  deplore, 

Or  her  fine  locks  or  bosom  tore, 

Like  one  of  hope  bftreft? 

Not  she  indeed;  her  fleeting  love 
From  mortal  turns  divine, 

And  as  gay  Facelifts*  tigers  move. 

Mis  car  ascends  amidst  a  grove. 

Of  vines,  surrounded  by  a  throng, 
Who  lead  the  jolly  pair » long. 

Almost  halftone  with  wine. 

Ma’am  Helen  loved  the  Phrygian  boy 
He  thought  her  all  his  o\vn ; 

But  hottest  love  will  soonest  cloy. 

He  ne’er  had  brought  her  safe  to  Troy 
But  for  the  wife  of  Thone. 

She,  merry  gossip,  mixed  a  cu&  ^ 
Of  tipple,  right  dive,  . 

To  keep  love’s  flagging  spirits  up, 
And  Helen  drank  ltev’ry  sup  ; 

Tins  liquor  is,  ’mongst  learned  elves. 
Nepenthe  call’d  ;  but,  »twixt  ourselves 
’Twas  nothing  more  than  wine. 

Of  Lethe  and  its  flow’ry  brink 
Let  musty  poets  prate,  _ 

\\  here  thirsty  souls  are  said  to  drink, 
Tlmt  never  they  again  may  think 
Upo»  their  former  state. 

What  is  there  in  this  soulless  loss, 

1  pray  you  so  divine  1 
Grief  finds  the  palace  and  the  cot 
Which  for  a  time,  were  well  forgot; 
Come  here,  then,  in  our  lethe i  share, 
The  true  oblivion  of  your  care 
Is  only  found  in  wine. 


THOU  MAN  OF  FiftMNESS. 

rpHOU  man  of  firmness,  turn  this 
A  way. 

Nor  time  by  absence  measure* 

The  sportive  dance,  the  sprightly  lay, 
..  Shall  wake  thee  into  pleasure. 

Spite  of  thy  formal  outward  man. 

TAouTt  gay  as  we  shall  prove  thee  ; 
Then  cheer  thee,  laugh  away  thy  span 
And  let  the  spirit  move  thee. 

None  are  more  just,  more  true,  more 
fair. 

More  upright  in  their  dealings. 
Than  men  of  thy  profession  are. 

But  are  they  wiihout  feelings  ? 

E’en  now  Z  know  thy  honest  heart 
Full  sorely  doth  reprove  thee*. 

Be  gay  then,  in  our  joy  take  part. 
And  let  the  spirit  move  thee. 


TOO  PLAIN,  DEAR  YOUTH. 

rpOO  plain,  dear  youth,  these  tell-tale 

A  eyes  .  _ 

My  heart  your  own  declares 

But,  for  love’s  sake,  let  it  suffice. 

You  reign’d  triumphant  there 

Forbear  your  utmost  pow’r  to  try, 

Nor  farther  urge  your  sway  : 

Press  not  for  what  1  must  deny. 

For  fear  1  should  obey 

But,  couid  your  arts  successful  prove, 
\Vou*d  you  a  maid  undo. 

Whose  greatest  failing  is  her  love. 
And  that  her  love  for  you? 

Say  would  you  use  that  very  pow’r, 
You  from  her  fondness  claim. 

To  ruin,  in  one  fatal  hour, 

A  life  of  spotless  fame? 

Al»  l  cease  my  dear  to  do  an  ill. 
Because  perhaps  you  may; 

But  rather  try  your  utmost  skill 
To  save  me,  than  betray. 

Be  you  yourself  my  virtue’s  guard; 
Defend  and  not  pursue; 

Since  ’tis  a  taBk  for  me  too  hard, 

,  To  combat  love  andwou. 
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■TIS 'f HUE  THAT  OPT,' 

LU  BIN. 

»Ti*  true  that  oft.,  in  the  same  mead. 
We  both  have  led  our  flocks  to  feed. 
Where  by  each  other’s  side  we  ve 
gat:  ANNETTE. 

Alas!  there  was  no  harm  in  that. 
LUBIN. 

>Tis  true  for  thee  this  cot  I  rose, 
Wherothou  tak’st  pleasure  to  repose: 
for  which  I  found  the  greenest  plat : 

ANNETTE. 

Alas!  there  was  no  harm  in  that. 

LUBIN . 

*Tis  true  when  tir’d  thou  fain  wonldst 
reft. 

And  thy  dear  lips  to  mine  I’ve  prest. 
Thy  breath  so  sweet  I’ye  wonder’d  at. 

ANNETTE. 

Alas!  there  was  no  harm  in  that. 
LUBIN. 

Ah,  but  ’tis  true,  when  thou  hast 
slept. 

Closer  and  closer  have  I  crept’; 

And  while  my  heart  went  pit-a-pat— 

ANNETTE. 

Alas !  there  was  r  o  harm  in  that. 


AH  TELL  ME  SOFTLY. 

CAROLINE. 

Ah  tell  me  softly,  breathing  gale. 

Did  you  my  voice  obey? 

Ah  did  you  tell  the  plaintive  tale. 
The  tender  sigh  convey; 

Ah  faithless  gales  ye  were  unkind, 

Ye  did  no  sighs  convey. 

JUBA. 

Who  singy  there  so  much  me  please; 
How  music  set  my  heart  at  ease. 

That  voice  me  sure  have  in  my  mind. 
Who  singy  there  I  pray; 

Ah  missy  is  it  true. 

Or  only  fancy  still  untrue 

CAROLINE. 

Go  haste  to  let  thy  master  know. 

The  transport  of  my  mind. 

All  may  I  hopefif  he  return, 

A  ponsiaut  heart  to  find. 


LOOSE  EVERY  SUL  TO  THU 
BREEZE. 

Loose  ev’ry  sail  to  tin*  breeze. 

The  course  of  my  vessel  improve; 
I’ve  done  wi*h  the  toils  of  thb  seas. 
Ye  sailors.  I’m  bound  to  my  love. 

Since  Emma  is  true  as  she’s  fair, 

Mv  griefs  I  fling  all  to  the  wind; 
’Tis  a  pleasing  return  to  my  care. 
My  mistress  is  constant  and  kind. 

My  sails  are  all  filled  to  my  dear;  „ 
What  Tropic  bird  swifter  can  move! 
Who  cruel  shall  hold  his  career. 

That  returns  to  the  nest  of  his  love 

Hoist  ev’ry  sail  to  the  breeze; 

Come,  shipmates,  and  Join  in  the 
song. 

Let’s  drink,  while  the  ship  cuts  the 
seas. 

To  the  gale  that  may  dtive her  alon^ 


TOBACCO,  GROG  AND  FLIP. 

Whate’er  the  pleasures  known  on 
shore. 

They’ve  little  charms  for  me; 

Be  mine  the  sea — I  ask  no  more, 

’Tis  Jack’s  variety. 

Give  me  tobacco,  grog,  and  flip. 

An  easy  sail. a  tight  built  ship; 

In  ev’ry  porta  pretty  lass, 

Vn  round,  for  me,  the  globe  may  pass 

When  tired  of  land,  our  pockets  low* 
With  will  alert  we  steer 
O’er  hostile  seas,  attack  the  foe. 

For  sailors  know  no  fear. 

Our  prize  in  tow,  we’re  all  agog 
For  fresh  tobacco,  hip,  and  grog: 

In  port  each  6eeks  his  fav’rite  lass. 
And  bids  the  world  undhteded  pass. 


CONSTANCY  AND  LOVE. 

Of  all  the  blessings  known  below,— 
And  few  those  blessings  prove — 
The  greatest,  sure,  that  mortals  know 
Are  Constancy  and  Love. 

The  woes  of  life,  though  sometimes 
loud 

And  sometimes  dark  they  prove. 
Catch  rays  of  comfort  on  each  cloud. 
From  Constancy  and  Love. 

Partaken  pleasures  doubly  please. 
And  on  each  sense  improve; 
Partaken  sorrows  too  decrease. 
Through  Constancy  and  Love. 

Such  calm  delights  let  those  despise 
Whose  maxim  is  to  rove; 

Be  ours  the  solid  joys  that  rise. 

From  Constancy  and  l  ove. 
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KaTHELIX  and  teddy. 

K A£HfLIN  Bat  a|1  a,on^. 

wT*.  /0t  a  •^',1  beside  her, 
nil*  fro2l.  Teddy,  who  was  gone. 
Oceans  did  divide  her 
H is  pipes,  wliicli  tlie’d  been  us'd  to 
hear. 

Cureless  left  behind  him, 
she  thought  she'd  try  her  woes  to 
cheer* 

*'r»Mionc®JaBain  •he’d  Rn<i  him 
i  will  not  do  you  loodJe  Joo, 

Arrah,  now  be  easy; 

T«*d  was  born  with  grief  to  make, 
•Kathelin  run  cra*y.  . 

She  takes  them  up  and  lays  them 
down. 

And  now  her  bosom's  panting. 

And  now  she'd  sigh,  and  now  she'd 
•  row  n  i 

For  Teddy  still  was  wanting, 

And  now  she  plays  her  pipe  ug  tin, 

1  he  pipes  of  herldear  Teddy, 

And  makes  them  tune  his  luvouriie 
strain, 

Arrah,  be  easy,  Paddy  ! 

Ah !  'twill  not  do,  you  loodle  loo: 

f  Arrah.  now  be  ea*y  ! 

icd  WHS  born  wul»  urief  to  muke. 

Katiu  liii  run  crazy. 

Teddy  from  behind  a  bush. 

W  lie  re  he’d  long  be.  n  iiSt'nine, 

*'<ixy  I*kh  lightning  forth  did  rush. 

Ills  eyes  with  pleasure  *  list'll  in,;. 
Snatching  up  the  pipes,  he  played. 

Pouring  out  his  t>h  aM«r. , 

U  uilst  half  delighted,  half  afraid, 
ivute  the  time  did  measure 
Ai»l  that  will  do,  my  icyodie  ioo; 

Arrah,  now  I'm  easy  ! 

Ted  was  born  with  joy  to  make 
ivuthelin  run  crazy, 

«  riKN  napoleon  was  plying. 

WHEN  Napoleon  was  filing 
/I  P'Oinilie  fl  Id  of  Waterloo, 
a  h  itish  soldier  dying. 

To  his  brother  bade  adieu  f 


And  take,  he  said,  this  token 
To  tiie  maid  that  owns  my  faith. 
With  the  words  that  I  have  spoken, 
Jn  affection's  latest  breath. 

8ore  mourn’d  the  brother's  heart, 

U  lien  the  youth  beside  him  fell 
But  the  trumpet  Warn'd  to  part 
And  they  took  a  sad  farewell. 

Th;re  was  many  a  friend  to  loss  him 
tor  that  gallant  soldier  sigh'd  s 
But  the  maiden  of  his  bosom 

"(Triad  * 116,1  UH  iUeir  tCttM  were 


CHILD  OK  EARTH  WITH  THE 
GOLDEN  HAIR 

CT1>1  2f  *ith  th«  golden  hair 
r  loo  fatr!  PUre  “nd  thr,ac® 
r°d  mould1,^  creature8  <>r  mortal 

Whose  lips  are  warm  as  their 
hearts  are  cold! 

S.®"1"!  roam,  to  our  fairy  home, 
liair  °*  earth  Wlth  the  KoW«n 

ril°Uqueei!  da"Ce  Wlth  the  fa,rf 
Through  summei  nigts.  on  the 
moonlit  green;  6  *  0"  tbe 
to  music  murmuring  sweeter  far. 
Ilian  ever  was  heard  'neath  the 
morning  star; 

i’ll  rob  of  its  sweet  the  humble  bwe. 

1  1  c'<  e‘‘  t  lu  w  ne  ffom the  cowslip 

I’ll  pull  the  berries.  I’ll  trap  the  bed 
°l  downy  moss  and  the*  poppies 

Dim  sleep  shall  woo  tlMe,  my  darling 

1,1  ^mildest  moods  with  dreams 

4nd  rl';'en  tbe  morning  ends  her 

Wt again' *h'U  Wd  (he*  »*lcom« 

LITTLE  THINKS. 

I  ITTLE  thinks  the  townsman’s 
w  ife. 

While  at  home  she  tarries, 

VV«?.1  muil  be  tlie  lass's  life 
Who  a  soldier  marries, 
aow  with  weary  marching  spent. 
Dancing  now  before  the  tent. 


’  _  wise  grill, 

L'ra  Hra  la,  lira  lira  la. 
With  her  jolly  soldiers 

Inthecamp  at  night  she  lies, 

-  V ind  and  weather  scornimr, 

°id»  gHeved  her  love  must  rise, 

n  A,  ,nq!!,t  teF  1“  ‘h«  morning, 
doubtful  sklrmisb  done 
B.itlie  she  sings  at  set  of  sun. 

Lira  lira  la,  /  , 

Should  the  captain  of  her  dear, 
vuin  endeavour 

W  hisp'ring  nonsense  in  her  ear. 

l  wo  fond  hearts  to  sever; 

At  his  passion  shelwill  scoff. 

Laughing,  thus  she  puts  him  off. 

Lira  lira  la,  lira  lira  la, 
tor  her  jolly  soldier. 
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DON  GIOVANNI. 

Tune.— Yankee  Doodle. 

I'm  Don  Giovanni  from  below. 

So  you’d  better  treat  me  civil. 
Amongst  the  girls  my.  bait  I  throw. 
For  I’m  a  perfect  devil. 

Bat  down  below  I  oould'nt  stay. 

For  the  maids  I  must  be  kissing; 
Among  the  nymphs  I  used  to  stray. 
For  I  never  could  be  missing. 

So  ladies  all  pray  mind  the  snare. 

For  1  can  tip  the  blarney, 

Upr  calling  you  my  duck  and  dear. 

So  inied  young  Don  Giovanni. 

Below  I  went  for  all  my  sins. 

And  playing  up  old  Harry, 

And  praising  up  young  ladies  chins. 
And  promising  to  marry. 

The  gentleman  in  black  down  stairs. 
Has  thirteen  handsome  daughters, 
I  kiss’d  them  all  to  drown  my  cures, 
In  spite  of  all  his  porters. 

Old  Nick  has  got  a  scolding  wife. 

To  tell  her  acts  ’twould  tire  ye. 

She  caused  old  Nick  such  lots  of  strife 
Her  temper  was  so  fiery. 

So  old  Nick  said  to  me  one  day. 

My  wife  has  caused  much  sorrow. 
So  if  you  will  lead  her  astray. 

You  shall  go  on  earth  torinorrow. 

So  then  I  tried  my  wi  on  her. 

My  tongue  I  ne’er  mov’d  faster. 

My  tender  words  soon  caused  a  tear. 
And  I  wu8  quickly  master. 

But  Nickolas  soon  jealous  grew. 

And  said  he’d  tell  his  mother. 

He  vow’d  I  had  not  served  him  true. 
And  kick’d  up  such  a  smother. 

So  soon  I  cross’d  the  river  Styx, 

In  a  ship  with  some  young  lasses. 
And  with  them  played  such*  funny 
tricks. 

And  smash’d  the  plates  and  glasses. 
The  captain's  wife  she  said  to  me. 
Without  me  she  was  undone. 

But  the  captain  said- 1  made  too  free. 
So  lauded  me  in  Londou. 

So  pretty  maids  I  pray  take  care, 

For  men  are  all  in  invention, 

T<T make  your  hearts  as  light  as  air, 
i  lie  rest  I  need  not  mention 
But  I  hope  I  have  offended  none, 

So  pray  excuse  all  my  blarney. 

And  ladies  all  1  hope  you’ll  come, 
Vnd  see  young  Don  Giovanni. 


THE  MARINER'S  TOAST. 

Tune— See  the  conquering  hero 

You  ask  me  for  a  toast,  my  boys, 

I  will  not  keep  you  long. 

Nor  offer  an  apology, 

Por  idviug  It  in  song. 

So  gradp  your  glasses  cheerily. 

And  take  the  time  from  me— 
Here’s  ‘The  Mariners  in  harbour. 
And  the  jolly  tars  at  sea! 

What  would  our  wealthy  merchants  do 
If  sailors  they  were  now— 

Or  what  our  Queen  upon  her  throne 
The  royal  navy  gone? 

Our  sea-girt  isle,  a  desert  land 
Oc  prison-house  would  be. 

If  'twere  not  for  our  mariners. 

In  harbour  and  at  sea? 

Hurta,  then,  for  the  British  fleets 
Of  merchandize  and  war— 

Husza!  huzza,  for  those  who  give 
Employment  to  the  tar. 

Huzza— huzza— huzza,  my  boys. 

We’ll  toast  it  three  times  three— 
For  the  *  Mariners  in  harbour. 

And  the  jolly  tars  at  sea !  * 


*  TIN! 

Tune— Sifh  a  nice  young  man. 

The  dandy,  looking  in  his  glass. 

Says,  with  a  knowing  grin — 

I  will  make  love  to  any  lass 
Provided  she  has  the  ‘Tin.’ 

war’s  alarms 

-With  saving  worn  quite  thin. 
Declares  fierce  love  his  bosom  warms 
For  girls  who’ve  got  the  ‘  Tin’ 

Tiddy  toi  lol.&c. 

The  lawyer  throws  aside  his  brief 
Despairing  for  to  win— 

And  tries  another  suit— the  thief 
With  ladies  who  have  ‘Tin.’ 

The  parson  preaches  penitence. 

And  tells  us  Mis  a  sin 
To  love  a  damsel  for  her  pence. 

Yet  marries  for  the  ‘  Tin.’ 

Tiddy  tol,  Ac 

They  care  not  for  the  pouting  lip, 
Dark  eyes  and  snow-white  skin, 

I* „f>rls  ..aveonly  got  the  scrip— 

They  only  want  their  ‘Tin/ 

A  woman  may  be  lean  and  old. 

Red  nose,  and  doubie  chin— 

And  yet  she‘11  find  some  wretch  that‘s 
mean. 

To  wed  her  for  her  4  Tin.’ 

Tiddy  tol  &o. 
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LISTEN  DEAR  FANNY. 

Liston  dear  Fanny,  oh  listen  to  me 
Thy  sbldier  lad  otfers  his  love  song 
to  thee,  [token  of  war, 

He  throws  by  his  sword,  and  each 
And  wanders  by  night  with  his 
peaceful  guitar.  [to  me. 

Then  listen  dear  Fatony,  oh,  listen 
Thy  soldier  lad  offers  his  lore  .song 
to  thee. 

Listen  dear  Fanny,  tho*  many  there  be 
Professing  to  love  thee,  none  love 
thee  like  me,  [beware, 

Beware  of  the  jealous,  oh,  lady 
Their  green  eyes  seek  falsehood  in 
all  that  is  fair, 

Then  listen,  &c. 


THE  DAYS  OB'  MY  YOUTH. 

Air— Tho  Old  House  at  Home. 

(Original.) 

In  the  dav?  of  my  youth  when  _ 
liv’d  free  from  strife,  [life. 
At  home  in  our  village  a  contented 
Where  tee  birds, sung  so  Sweetly,  and 
lambkins  did  play. 

And  the  lads  and  the  lasses  were 
making  the  hay,  [forsooth. 
While  I  live  on  this  earth,  I  can  ne’er 
Forget  ray  sweet  home,  and  the  days 
of  my  youth. 


m 


y  young 
[destroy. 


i  then  knew  no  cares, 

heart  to  annoy,  I  uv0|>a  kjj  j 

My  happiness  then  could  no  sorrow 
No  comfort  my  parents  me  ever 
denied,  [chide. 

And  without  a  reason  me  never  did 
1  am  never  so  happy,  and  that  is  the 
truth,  [my  youth. 

As  when  I  look  back  on  the  days  of 

In  my  youth  I  was  free  from  all 
sorrow  and  pain.  [again. 

Such  days  I’m  afraid  I  shall  rarer  see 
For  all  things  are  changing,  believe 
^  8^’»  [flown  a  wav. 

And  old  ancievt  customs  are  a’li 
I  shall  never  again  I  am  certain 
for800(r  f  Tiny  voutli 

See  the  times  {  beheld  in  the  days  of 


•  THE  BOYS  OF  KILKENNY. 
The  boys  of  Kilkenny  are  brave  roar- 
4  ^  flittle  maids, 

A?d  !f,*tver  fhey  meeJt  the  nice 
They  11  kiss  cm,  and  coax  ’em,  and 
•pend  their  moiley  free, 

th®  towns  in  Ireland, 
Kilkenny  for  me. 

Fal  de  ral.  Sat, 


\  In  the  town  of  Kilkenny,  the  re  run* 
a  clear  stream.  fa  fair  dumei' 
In  the  town  of  Kilkenny  there  liv^s 
Her  lips  are  like  roses,  and  her 
mouth  much  the  same, 

Like  a  dish  of  sweet  strawberries 
smother’d  in  cream. 

WflS  t  al  de  ral,  6co. 

Her  eyes  are  as  black  as  Kilkenny’s 
«...  Jflack  coal,  [burnt  a  big  holes 
Which  through  my  big  bosom  have 
Her  mind  like  its  rivers  is  mild,  clear 
.  J Rno  pure,  [marble  I’m  sure; 

But  her  heart  is  more  hard  than  its 
Fal  de  fa i 

Kilkenny’s  a  pretty  town, and  shines 
were  it  stands. 

And  the  more  I  think  on  it  the  more 
my  heart  warms. 

For  U  I  was  at  Kilkenny  I’d  think, 
myself  at  home. 

For  its  there  I  get  sweethearts,  but 
here  I  get  none, 

Ful  de  ral,  &• 


LONG  TlltiE  COURTED  YOD 

Lons  tire.  I’ve  courted  you  Miss. 

And  now  I  m  come  from  sea. 

We’ll  make  no  more  ado.  Mis* 

But  quickly  married  be.  * 

Sing  fal  de  ral.  fr* 

I  ne’er  will  wed  a  tar,  sir. 

>TReceitfulilike  yours©^* 

a  v«ry  plain  you  are,  sir, 

A  good  for  nothing  elf, 

1  Thn*rif^*iVld  y0U  yet  Ml**, 

I  no  like  a  shrew  you  rave. 

But  prithee  scold  and  fret,  if  leg, 

A  storm  1  well  can  bruve. 

False  man  you  cohrted  Sally. 

AnH°2  flU,‘d.with  TOW8  her  head. 

And  Susan  in  the  vailey. 

You  promise  you  would  Wed: 

^|rtUio!<  fJto.contend* 

So  let  the  storm  subside. 

Our  courtship’s  at  an  end  ma’am. 

You  ne’er  shall  be  my  bride 

MI.Uo"s.en8e  pray  excuse  sir. 

Oh,  bid  me  not  adieu. 

Although  I  did  rofase  sir, 

I  mean  to  ntorfy  you. 

Then  deare»tltirl  snrrender, 

,, ,;®8t  love.  I’ll  be  your  wife. 

*  U  your  defender,  ** 

And  I’ll  be  true  for  life ; 

Wf’Uwed  and  the  bell,  shall  ring, 
A*-d  then  we’ll  merrily  nn; 


I 


WOWEIf  AND  WINE. 

Women  and  wine  compare  so  well 
They  run  in  a  perfect  parallel ; 

For  women  bewitch  us  when  they 
will— 

And  so  does  wine. 

They  make  the  statesman  lose  his 
skill; 

The  soldier,  lawyer,  and  divine; 
They  put  strange  whims  in  the 
gravest  skull. 

And  send  their  wits  to  gather  wool : 
Then,  since  the  world  thu?  runs 
away. 

And  women  and  wiiie 
Are  alike  divine. 

Let’s  love  all  night,  and  drink  all  day. 


Every  mem  when  I  ltxhtuf  lit* 
fires  1  [my  broom. 

And  have  you  forgot  how  I  loan'd  on 
And  in  rapture  heard  all  that  yew 
said,  f  ([the  Iroom 

Till  scolded  1  got  for  not  sweeping 
And  beat  for  not  making  the  bed? 

When  you  told  me  you'd  hard  m» 
my  brush  and  my  mop. 

Kept  time  while  with  pleasure  V& 
sing;  [ler’sshoa 

And'soon  'twas  the  talk  at  the  chau* 
You  had  purchas’d  the  licence  ami 
ring,  (from  the  church, 

But  when  with  such  joy,  we.returu’d 
And  with  .truth  I  could  call  you 
my  own,  [in  the  lurch. 

You  swore  that  I  ne’er  thould  be  left 
And  I  envied  no  queen*  on  her 
throne. 


GLEE. 

tow  wives  and  children  make  no 
noise, 

Ande&re  with  mirth  we  reason, 

Ifi t's  push  about  the  bowl  my  boys. 

For  drinking  is  no  treason. 

Here's  love  and  friendship-hand 
and  heart;  [dom; 

To  worth  here's  health  and  free- 
MuV  every  rogue  hhve  hts  desert; 

Moie  friends  to  those  who  need 
them. 


THL  TRUE  PHILOSOPHER. 

Like  a  tennis  ball  am  I,  [high 

Now  sinking  low,  now 'bounding 
Bandied  hete,  and  bandied  there,  * 
To  and  fro,  and  every  where, 

Now  on  the  topmost  round. 

Of  Fortune’s  wheel  I  fly; 

Now  am  I  grovelling  found. 

Beneath  her  feet  to  lie: 

Still  like  a  tennis  bgll  I  fare. 

Now  6n  the  ground,  now  in  the  air,-** 
Bandied  here,  and  bandied  there. 

To  and  fro,  and  every  where. 
Contentment,  health,  and  compe* 
tence, 

Are  rarely  found  in  any  lot ; 

And  therefore  will  I  learn  from 
hence 

To  keep  and  prize  the  one  I’ve  gpf 


MY  LIFE’S  THREE  PARTS  DI¬ 
MINISH’D. 

My  life’s  three  parts  diminish’d ; 

And  when  the  sum  is  finish’d. 

The  parish  bell  may  toll, 

Gramercy  on  my  soul; 

Ding  dong. 

Swing  swong. 

Metbinks  my  old  companions  say, 
That  though  his  hairs  $re  now  grown 
gray. 

Old  Russet,  once  upon  a  day. 

When  all  was  mirth  and  jollity. 

When  soorts  went  round,  and  bells 
did  ring,  [sing. 

Could  briskly  dance,  and  hly  the  could 
And  then  upon  the  green  to  see. 

His  rustic  feats— 'twas  who  but  he? 
I’d  give  this  bauble,  life,  away. 
Without  a  sigh,  could  I  but  stay 
To  see  a  little  infant  care. 

Like  Henry  brave,  Louisa  fair; 

Could  I  see  this.  I’d  yield,  content, 

A  life,  I  hope,  not  badly  spent. 


I  ROW’D  FOR  THE  PRIZE. 

I  row’d  for  the  prize. 

To  receive  from  those  eyes 
A  kind  look,  from  those  lip9  a  sweet 
smile; 

Bui  lest  1  should  lose. 

And  you  for  that  fault  your  pool 
Tom  should  refuse, 

My  heart  it  went  pi t-a»p&t  all  the 
while, 

When  we  came  to  the  pull. 

How  I  handled  my  skull,— 
’Twould  have  done  your  heart  good 
to  ha?e  seen  us. 

There  was  not  a  boat’s  length  be* 
tween  ws,  ' 

But,  the  Swan  once  in  Vie*, 

My  boathbw  it  flew, 

And  I  verily  believe  'twas  all  thi&fc* 
Ing  of  you. 


AH,  HAVE  YOU  FORGOT 

Ah,  have  you  forgot,  then,  unkind 
as  you  are,  [’squire’s 

When  housemaid  1  liv’d  at  the 
Ail  the  wine  and  good  things  that  I 
eribb’d  with  such  cate. 
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THE  CUNNI.NQ  COBLER  DONE 
OVER. 

.  .  *  r  i**?i 

A  STORY,  a  utory  to  ycu  I  will 
tell,  _  . 

C  oncoming  a  butcher  who  m 

L indon  did  dwell. 

Tin*  butcher  was  possessed  of  a  beau¬ 
tiful  wifi*, 

a u  i  a  cobl-r  he  loved  her  as  dear 
a*  hi*  li  e, 

T  <  my  t  il  riddle  1<1»,  riddle  lal  ui 
ra. 


N  w  the  butcher  went  to  market  to 
purchase  an  ox. 

And  then  the  little  cobler  a#  sly  us 
any  fox,  ,  .  . 

He  pui  on  his  sundry  clothing,  a 
courting  he  did  iro, 

I  was  to  the  jolly  butcher'*  wife, 
because  he  loved  her  s«>. 

To  my  fal  di  riddle  1  do, &c. 


Thu  cob’er  then  stept  into  the  bftt- 
cliei's  shop. 

The  butcher**  wife  knew  what  he 
meant,  and  bid  him  for  to  stop, 
Fo'  the  colder  said  my  darling,  have 
you  got  a  job  for  me, 

Tho  butcher's  wife  so  cunning, 
Mil  l  I'll  go  up  stairs  and  sec. 

To  my  lal  di  riddle  i  do  ice. 


She  went  up  to  the  bed-room  snd 
give  the  snob  a  call. 

Saying  l  have  found  and  easy  job 
if  you  have  brought  your  awl. 
And  if  you  do  it  workmaulike,  some 
cash  to  you  I'll  pay, 

I  thank  you  said  the  oobler,  and 
began  to  xtitch  awav, 

To  my  lal  di  riddle  1  do,  Icc. 


Bat  as  the  cobler  was  at  work  a  rap 
came  at  the  door. 

The  cobler  crawled  beneath  the  be  d 
uiid  lay  upon  the  door. 

Lay  biih  suys  the  butcher’s  wife  what 
will  my  li Unhand  say, 

Tii’  ii  she  let  a  policeman  in  along 
with  her  to  play. 

To  iuy  tal  di  riddle  i  do,  Ice, 


The  coblor  lay  shivering  and  fright¬ 
ened  to  move. 

The  butehei's  wije  she  said  my 
dear,  my  darling,  and  my  love. 
No  the  cobler  thought  within  him¬ 
self,  O  how  he’d  treat  his  wife. 


I  really  think  the  bed  will  fall  1 
d  i  upon  my*life 

To  my  fal  di  riddle  I -do,  occ. 

Now  the  butcher  came  from  market, 
and  it  put  them  in  a  (right. 

The  policeman  scrambled  down  the 
stairs  and  soon  was  out  of  sight. 
The  butchers  wife  so  nimbly  did  lock 
the  bedroom  door. 

And  in  her  fright  she  quite  forgot 
the  cooler  on  the  tioo  • 

To  my  ful  di  midi*  I  do,  &c.  „ 

The  butcher  then^found.out,  when  he 
lay  down  in  bed, 

O  something  here  is  very  hard  the 
butcher  smiled  and  said. 

His  wife  said  its  my  rolling  pin,  the 
butcher  could  but  laugh. 

Saying  how  came  you  to  roll  your 
douirh*  with  a  Policeman's  staff. 
To  my  fal  di  riddle  I  do*  Ice. 

The  butcher  threw  the  truncheon  un¬ 
derneath  the  bed. 

And  there  he  broke  the  chamber-pot 
and  crucked  the  coblershead. 

The  cobler  bawled  out  murder,  said 
the  butcher  who  are  yon. 

Why  I  am  the  little  c>bler  who 
mends  your  lady's  Sh  es. 

To  my  fal  di  riddle  I  do,  6ce,~ 

O  if  you  are  the  cobler,  said  the  bat¬ 
cher  come  with  me,i 
I'll  j  ay  yu  well  for  mending  shoes 
before  I've  done  with  you. 

He  locked  him  in  the  bullock**  penn 
the  bull  becan  to  roar. 

And  the  butcher  laughed  to  tec  the 
bull  roll  him  o'er  and  o’er. 

To  my  fal  di  riddle  I  do, 

Then  early  the  next  mornine,  when 
the  people  was  about. 

The  butcher  rubbed  his  face  with 
blood,  und  turned  the  cobler  out, 
lie  pin'd  a  paper  on  hi*  back  aud  on 
it  was  the  news 

This  cobler  in  the  bedroom  goes,  to 
uisiid  the  ladies’  shoe*, 
t'  To  my  fal  di  riddle  I  do,  Ate. 

The  people  seemed  all  frightened  as 
home  the  cobler  run. 

His  coat  and  breeches  were  si  torn, 
lie  nearly  shewed  his  bum. 

Hi*  wife  was  frightened,  as  in  he  raA 
and  knocked  her  on  the  door. 

He  said  you  brute.  I'll  never  go 
out  mending  any  more. 

To  my  fal  di  riddle  I  do.  Ice 
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THft  ANCHORSMITHS* 

IKE  JHtnu’«  dread  volcano  see  the  W 
h•8P,  of 

WhJnetlf..fi*an‘5'-r-,,kP’  «>e  PO"1’-  A 
dWwM-rethro.au  It. 

8t?etcVd  o"ut  in  death-like  sleep 
Waitin  *  th^o'a*t*”f when  the 
S^’Puro^the  anchor  < 
wJra^old^V^eyclop.  did  , 

.shall  their  non- 
Andintol%ym«V,etry  the  mass  incon- 

Kow  as  more  vivid  and  intense  each 
TRV t"m,  .tt  the  Ere  the  skilful 
An  "'Ssl,th‘er‘dingy  hue  aswme.  a 
Thertatedreanchor  feeds  that  Ere 

Tli e°” u” e  's*"d *  e-hammer,  round  in  ■ 
order  they  urnmge,  t  the 

And  wakinc  ai»ehor>mlth8  awai  e 
look’d  for  cham:**, 

Lonstine  with  all  ther  force  the  ar 

WtS  SI*  «  ftSS^e  Are  array'd 

Anda.doid  v5lwn;.etyclops  *<» 

To“  make*in*conccrt  rude  their  poo- 

d’rous  hammer*  clan*. 

So  the  misshapen  lump  t‘>  *ymm  * 

To  *yveb°from  adver-e  wind,  and 
T  w^e.  the  uallant  British  fleet. 

The  preparations  thicken*,  with  fork, 
the  Ere  they  *oHd. _ Ilh  the 


Paint  with  its  heat,  and  daMict 
with  its  powerful  rays. 

While  as  old  Vulcan’s  cyclop6  did  the 

To^orae^Jovi**  thunderbolts,  their 

1  nond’rous  hammers  clang,  \ 

AndP  till  its  **££?*• 1 

To*  save  "f?o“  ,  »«Tve  *  ■’  wind.  and 
waves  the  ijallant  Brillsli  fleet. 

ELLEN  AND  LINDOR. 

ON  beds  of  enow  the  moon-beam 

And  was  the  midnieht .  .loom 

tomb. 

.  _arm  tear  eush'd  the  wintry  air 


Tn»*  pre  » 

AndftKiw  tw*y«e°anchorsmith  the 
'WliUeRarnI’d><troin  every’danuer,  and 
A  niioueaThowiin*  demons  waiting 
The  folVe*the  anchor  yields  from  out 
W  iifrh*  on  "the  anvil  prone,  the  ca- 

AnrtVnow  the' scorch’d  beholders  want  I 

the  power  to  ga*e*  ' 


»V!fi  “i  fUS* 

v'Jfe.rasrjtt'"- 

,,.„K  AWAY. ’Tis  THE  MERRY 

HARK  horn. 

I  TTARK  away,  ’tis  the  merry  toned 

Our  Joy"  kiio«s*e,'o  bounds,  while 
°  were  after  the  hounds,  ..l**; 
No  mortals  on  earth  are  .o  Jolly  as 

Round  the  woods  when  we  heat  how 

While'" "e’hlll*  they  ril  eehn  koD®*- 

WUh  a  bounce  from  hl.ja,yheksta. 

Then**  eut  shout.  Ion*  resound 
^  Then  "°Then  all  the  day  Ion*. 

,  When  we  sweep  o'er  the  valley,  or 
t  Up^the*  hesrth  bloomin*  mountain 

•  'fews 

M  reveal‘  And  all  the  .lay  lent.  ka. 


THE  WHOLE  DUTY  OF  MAN. 

W1,en8ar#el  w“h  a  woman  de- 

^  the  world  and  Its  care* 
AAttd0fe1rrn0rl0rn-’  tender-lieari^.’ 
snares?-  *aCn  *tep*  ot  new 

Whl Ut*  ?.f„every  Ton  but  the  du‘y. 
herTearo®*  ,ler  opprtJM'd  with 

By  soothing, 

And  smoothing. 

And  vowing 
a-,,  And  bowing 


.  \°  *lve  consolation  to  beamr, 

tZT'i'de  her  todr>  up ’her 

Buh0lma‘i‘mn:’  y°“r  ch“mPion  *»•  me, 
r*  p*!y  *  find  you  distress'd  • 
Conftiie^ then— you  quickly  will’see. 

How  glaflj  1  serve  the  onnress’d 
w.  9lf «  me.  I  think  it  mv  duty 
“feirT  y°U  " 1th  yro’ur 

By  soothing,  &c. 

B.Fa.EXD  T£ndeb 

“  Wl'  en  ai?  J'-°^ r* 

®as$rtS5^. 


wL'-" ™y  cares  shall  end  :  T 
leS?a8Df^^^«ef“raWay’ 

end  tho^h  I’m  fro!!.  V/uir  one 
b°e°/n  is  relieved; 

sur  dreud  suspicion  (are wav 
1  sweetly  shall  beguile  y’ 

- 

MUSToi,}®;"  »o  - 

must  1  appear  so  deceitfu  ♦ 

•V.  fould'i  thfnk  “him*  C,,,,,pIy  * 

With  anguish  I  surely  shoul^die? 

What^so  tender,  at  parting,  he  to.d 
i  Oilok  would  b, 


THE  LADS  OF  THE  VJLL\QE 

vi‘l.ge  shall 
Slonr"-  ‘ab0rS’  rU  hatid  thee 

throng.  Ue  "rat  1,1  'lie 

Just  then  when  the  swain  .I.,  i  . 
Wi(?.eahiWOn  the  dower,  Wh° 

^havebeTun,68  *ha11  «*•  *POr«* 

.n^u"d»  f  omeachb^r  ’'‘“  re' 

rnak0eUoie.,B’8t  ,n  tl,y  "ea«  «> 

While  the  lads.  See. 

And  to  uroTutn'ot  'rt 

deeds  are  the  sarttf?  ‘ 

Betleve  me 

"  (ill*,  the  iuds,  Sic. 

AH  DROOP  NO  MORE. 

The  thunder’s  T.mr,’ 

Tfh‘a8n°kUnhdeav^TLrst,°U4 

Wlth^tVrSaV^eioud. 


Calm  is  the  air, 

I  r™  morning’s  fair. 

i  t?«&S7£V 
i  i>««KfflTBS,3:-  - 

*  l  .... 

A  COBLER’S  LOVE  SONO 
»ve?rthf„lam  mending  a  g|PO„,' 

My"wlk[S  ?  *•  »"»W  J ?o7a’!  ;  IUl'r: 
M&Mxs  I10  y°urcyes  I  compare 

ii\ wounded  the  heaVt  of  poor 

!smm 

Wliieh  wif.  W  m,y  hW“me  Jour* 
Snob.  Cr  ,etyou  P“y  Pooi 
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ANTAGB  OFA  BUND  HUS- 
BAND* 

She  who,  link'd  by  her  fate. 

To  a  sour,  churlish  mate. 

And  to  some  smart  young  flatterer 
dares  not  be  kind. 

Who  a  look  fears  to  steal, 

That  her  flame  would  reveal, 
What  would  that  woman  give,  were 
her  husband  but  blind? 

She  in  youth's  early  bloom. 

By  a  too  severe  doom. 

To  decrepit  old  age  whose  hard  pa¬ 
rents  have  join'd — 

How  bless'd  would  she  be. 

Till  death  set  her  free. 

Could  she  add  to  his  gout  that  her 
husband  were  blind. 

In  short,  we  all  choose 
With  our  different  views. 

And  t is  right  each  should  pick  out  a 
mate  to  her  mind  : 

For  me,  let  my  dear. 

Since  men  are  so  clear. 

Be  blessed  with  a  spanking  large  for¬ 
tune,  and  blind. 

THE  BELLS  ARE  BEGUN. 

The  bells  are  begun,  and  the  music 
folk  play;  [of day; 

The  fine  flags  are  flying  in  sunshine 
The  sea  and  the  shore  with  loud 
echoing*  ring,  [our  Queen. 
Her  Majesty  comes,  and  we  honour 

The  shepherd  to-day  leaves  his  flock 
to  their  feed; 

To-day  the  good  housewives  no  mar¬ 
keting  need; 

The  milkpail  is  empty,  the  spinning 
wheel  still,  [the  mill. 

And  lasses  to-day  take  no  corn  to 

Our  rakes  lie  neglected  among  the 
new  hay,  [of  this  day; 

And  ploughs  are  forsook  for  the  sake 
Abroad  all  is  mirth— so  we  seek  for  a 
share—  [after  care. 

At  home  we're  left  labour  to  look 

'Tia  holiday'll],  and  we'll  holiday 
make,  [jesty's  sake: 

Tisall  for — God  bless  him— her  Ma- 
Tiiough  simple  my  song  is,  and  sim¬ 
ply  I  sinu,  [live  the  Queen. 
Yet  who  can  say  better  than— Long 

THE  LAD  DISCREB 

The  lad  discreet,  witri  health  fa  *#art, 
Taks  bra'ly  ilka  honest  part; 

He  laughs  to  scorn  daft  scandal's 
4  ^  wlra,l*»  .  [sang,  , 

And  clioerfu'  sings  contentment's  j 

The  cadgy  lad  lilts  doon  the  field 
O'er  h slither  braes  by  whins  or  bield* 


Fra  ilka  HI  he  turns  a-Jee: 

8|c,  Ale  a  lifo’s  the  fife  fof  me. 

To  Queen,  my  coun  try,  faith  and  hem 
§tc  j-ve  hear  n«  shame: 

The  din  o  beop's  cheels  fra  me  * 
Na,  na,  sic  life's  nh  fife  for  me. 

A  pawky  loon  loves  paltry  pelf, 
dhwie  can  Man  elft 
If  siller  comes,  why  lei  it  be,— 

But  honour  first  of  all  for  me. 

'TIS  VAIN  DEAR  FRIENDS, 
'Tis  vain,  dear  friends,  each  art  to 

To  neither  ’over's  salt  inclin'd. 

On  putward  clntrrns  I'll  ne’er  rel? 

But  prize  the  eraces  of  the  mind. 
The  empty  coxcomb  whom  you 
choose,  J 

Just  like  the  flower  of  a  day. 

Shook  by  each  wind  that  folly  blow. 
Seems  born  to  flutter  and  decay. 

Your  choice  an  honest  aspect  wearsi 
l  •>  give  him  pain  loft  have  griev'd 
•nu11  Procped*th  from  my  fears, — 
r  i,  n,!ne  mdch  wiser  are  deceived. 

I  thank  you  both,  then,  for  your 
love,— 

Wait  for  mv  choice  a  little  while 
And  him  who  most  shall  worth? 
prove,  J 

MyPand  I'll  offer  with  a  smile 

:lovk-reasons 

Cherries  and  plums  are  never  found 
But  on  the  plum  end  cherry-tree: 

t,irn*P»  aie  round. 
So  Wilhelmina  s  made  for  me. 

The  scythe  to  mow  thegrass  is  made, 
kbeds  to  keep  close  the  straggling 

TI«?W  !fi  *,°  p1ruu,0  5  to  i  ie.’the.pade  •, 
So  wilhelmma’s  made  for  me. 

THEN  FAREWELL,  MY  TRIM 
BUILT  WHERRY. 

Then  farewell  my  trim-built  whenv. 
Oars,  and  coat,  and  badge,  farewell 
Never  more  at  Chelsea  ferry 
Shall  your  Thomas  take  a  spell. 

But,  to  hope  and  peace  a  stranger. 

In  the  battle’s  heat  I'll  go'; 

Where,  exposed  to  ev’ry  danger 
Some  friendly  ball  shall  lay  me  low 

Then,  mayhap,  when  homeward 
m  steering. 

With  the  news  my  mepsmptes  come, 
Even  you,  the  story  hearing. 

WUh  a  sigh  may  cry — *  Poor  Tom." 
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OH  SAY  W ILT  THOU  LOVE  ME* 

An  Original  song  written  oy  W.  C. 
Chatfield,  and  sung  by  Mr.  Martin* 
at  the  London  concerts. 

(Copyright) 

Air— Poor;  Bessy. 

Oh  say  that  thou  wilt  lore  me. 

And  the  beauty  of  thy  youth. 

The  joyous  laugn,  and  beaming  ey a. 
Shall  pledge  me  with  its  truth. 

And  as  tile  Ivy*  round  the  oak. 

Its  mantling  branches  fling; 

So  in  the  winter  of  thy  life. 

My  love  to  thee  will  cling. 

Oh  say  that  thou  wilt  love  me. 

And  be  for  ever  mine. 

And  tender  joys,  and  tender  cares. 
Shall  link  my  soul  to  thine. 

And  1  willsteer  mv  fragile  bark. 
Throughout  life’s  stormy  s^a; 

4 nd  year’s  of  blissful  happiness. 
Shall  prove  my  love  to  thee. 

Oh  say  that  thou  wilt  love  me. 

With  a,!  thy  teeming  grace. 

And  the  beauty  that  hath  won  me. 
Old  time  shall  ne’er  efface. 

Oh  say  that  thou  wilt  love  me. 

And  my  heart  with  fondling  pride. 
And  cherished  hope’s,  and  cherished 
thoughts. 

Shall  claim  thee*  as  my  bride. 


THE  GIPSY  QUEEN. 

Oh,  ’tis  I  am  a  gipsy  queen. 

And  where  is  there  a  queen  like 
me? 

That  can  revel  upon  the  green, 

1q  bounolrss  liberty, 

\Vbai  though  iny  cheek  is  blown, 
4fnd  wild  my  raven  heir; 

A*red  cloth  hood  my  crown. 

And  my  sceptre  the  wand  I  bear. 
Yet  ’tis  I  am  the  gipsy  queen.. 

With  my  kingdom  I’m  well  content 
Though  my  realms  but  the  haw¬ 
thorn  glade; 

And  my  palace  a  tattered  teat* 
Beneath  the  willow  shade. 

Though  my  banquet  I’m  forced  to 
m  ke. 

On  haws  and  berries  a  store; 

And  the  game  that  by  chance  we 
take. 

Prom  some  neighbouring  hinds 
barn  door. 

Yet  ’tis  I  am  the  gipsy  queen 

Tis  true  I  must  ply  my  art. 

And  share  in  ray  subject’s  toils; 

But  of  all  their  gains  I’ve  apart. 


I’ve  the  choice  of  all  their  spoils. 

And  by  love  and  duty  led. 

Ere  from  my  jet  black  eye, 

Onesad  tear  should  be  shed, 

-  A  thousand  hearts  would  dig. 
For  ’tis  I  am  the  gipsy  queen 

HE  THAT  WILL  NOT  ME  RRY  BE 

He  that  will  not  merry  merry  be. 

With  a  generous  bowl  and  a  toast. 
May  he  in  Bridewell  be  shut  up. 

And  fast  bound  to  a  post. 

Let  him  be  merry  merry  there, 
And.we’ll  be  merry  merry  here; 

For  who  can  know  where  we  shall  go* 
To  be  merry  another  year? 

He  that  will  not  merry  merry  be, 
nd  take  his  elaesin  course. 

May  he  be  oblig’d  to  drink  small  beer 
Ne’er  a  penny  In  his  puree. 

Let  him  be  merry,  &c 

He  that  will  not  merry  merry  be. 
With  a  company  of  jolly  boys. 

May  he  be  plagu’d  with  a  scolding 
wife. 

To  confound  him  with  her  noise. 

Let  him  be  merry,  &c 

He  that  will  not  merry  merry  be. 
With  his  mistress  in  a  bedl 
Let  hinr  be  bury’d  in  the  church¬ 
yard. 

And  me  put  in  his  stead. 

Let  him  be  . merry*  See 


DOT  AND  CARRY  ONE. 

Pounds,  shillings,  pence,  and  far¬ 
things. 

Have  at  my  fingers’  end, 

A  how  to  sell,  and  how  to  buy. 

To  borrow,  or  to  lend ; 

But  this,  tho*  I  ne’er  went  to  school* 
My  pate  has  run  upon. 

Addition  be  my  golaen  rule, 

Haj  dot  and  carry  one. 

At  loss  and  gain  a  scholar  good. 
Right  earl?  was  I  taught. 

To  gain  of  guineas  all  I  could. 

To  lo9e — the  devil  a  groat; 

For  fractions  and  divisions,  when 
They  practise  sword  and  gun, 
Substract  myself  1  will— and  then, 
Ha!  dot  and  carry  one. 

But  words  no  more  I’ll  numerate* 
And  thus  the  sum  total  lies  4 
Of  war  no  more  I’ll  sing*  or  prate* 
Reduction  I’ll  despise* 

And,  if  cockade  and  roguish  eve. 
Has  not  my  Susan  won; 

I  If  she’s  resolv’d  to  multiply* 

;  Hal  dot  and  carry  one 


Said  *»ip  c#*>tain  metid  I-aao,  l*m 
«or-y  to  say. 

That  during  our  trip  +$**VL*  "par 
cast  awav  s 

When  in  sight  of  Old  England  we  lay 
a  sheer  hulk. 

And  proTisions  being  scare's  we 
were  forc’d  to  break  dnlk. 

Tol  rol,  Ice 

Break  pulk,  roared  out  Isaac,  your 
worse  nor  a  lurk ; 

But  surely  you  ne’er  profee  my  par¬ 
rel  of  pork ! 

Indeed  but  we  did,  cried  the  captain, 
dont  huff. 

For  FI)  pay  you  a  good  price,  though 
it  was  devilish  tough. 


THE  BARBEL  OF  PORK. 

TWO  Israelite  brothers  in  New-York 
once  dwelt,, 

Ant  in  all  kind  of  merchandise 
fr*ely  they  dealt. 

The*  were  thought  to  be  wealthy  be¬ 
tween  me  and  yoq. 

Each  brother  was  really  as  rich  as 

a  Jew»  . 

Tol  rol  Ice, 

No  creditor  e’er  went  away  from 
their  door. 

Till  death  call’d  on  Moses  to  settle 
his  score 

No  mortal  can  ever  evade  such  a  call 
So  Moses  he  slept  sirs  his  last  sleep 
of  all. 

Tol  rol,  lcc# 

Then  Isaac,  his  brother  exclaim’d 
lucky  elf. 

All  his  coots  and  his  monies  belong 
to  myself, 

▲h  1  but  stop,  dere’s  his  Till,  I  must 
just  read  it  through. 

To  see  what  poor  Moses  would  hare 
me  to  do. 

Tol  rol,  &c. 

The  rill  thus  it  run,  when  I  shall 
cease  to  lire. 

All  my  cash  and  my  goods  to  my 
brothers  give. 

Upon  tills  condition,  that  hard  lie 
shall  toil. 

To  bury  my  body  in  English  soil. 

Tol  rol,  dec. 

Isaac  tried  er’ry  captain  but  could 
hot  prerail. 

For  none  would  agree  with  the  body 
to  sail; 

But  not  to  be  baulk’d  he  set  quickly 
to  work. 

And  embark’d  it  at  last  as  a  birrel 
of  pork. 

Tol  rol,  &c. 

Mo  was  cut  up  to  pieces  with  chop¬ 
per  and  knife. 

He  had  never  been  cut  up  so  much 
in  his  life; 

Isaac  wrote  to  his  agent,  to  tell  him 
his  plan. 

And  begged  him  to  bury  the  poor 
oickled  man. 

.  Tol  rol,  Icc, 

Some  months  after  this  as  he  walked 
on  the  wharf. 

He  met  with  the  Captain,  a  sallow 
fared  dwarf. 

Yell  coot,  Cantain  he  cried,  looking 
cautiously  round, 

You  delivered  my  barrel  I  hone, 
Safp  and  sound.  Tol  rol.  4c. 


a  sinner. 

You’ve  eat  my  poor  proder  Moses 
for  dinner. 

Your  brother  why  zounds,  then  my¬ 
self  and  crew. 

Have  .regale  I  for  three  days  on  a 
piece  of  tough  Jew, 

Tol  rol.  Icc. 

But  come  now  friend  Isaac,  to  finish 
this  work. 

I’ll  pay  for  vour  brother  as  though 
he  was  pork. 

No, no,  replied  Isaac,  though  we  cb^at 
one  another. 

Our  law  wont  permit  us  to  sell  our 
own  brother, 

Tol  rol,  Icc. 

The  Captain  In  his  purse  was  putting 
his  cold. 

Which  Isaac  espying,  cried  goot 
Captain  hold. 

Though  1  ennt  touch  de  cask  for  dat 
broder  of  mine. 

You  can  pay  me  you  know  for  de 
parrel  and  prine. 

Tol  rol,  Icc, 


BEAM  HOPE. 

■REAM  Hope,,  lovely  maid,  from 
A-r  above. 

But  doubt,  fear, and  jealousy  ceise, 
Olivia’s  the  name  of  my  love. 

Ami  the  olive  the  emblem  of  peace. 

Slv  mischief  to  cupid  belongs. 

He  crosses,  perplexes,  ensnares, 

Y*>t  spite  of  his  torments  and  wrongs, 
Jov  amt  pleasur  s  vH  follow  hi* 
cares. 


J 
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STILL  HE’S  THE  MAN. 

What  woman  could  do,  1  have  tried, 
to  be  free; 
ret,  do  a  1 1  can. 

I  find  that  1  love  him;  and,  though 
ha  flies  nie. 

Still,  still  he’s  the  man  ! 

They  tell  me  at  onco  he  to  twenty 
will  swear; 

When  words  are  so  sweet,  who  the 
falsehood  can  fear? 

So,  when  you  have  said  ail  you 
can. 

Still,  still  he’s  the  man! 

caught  him  one  day  making  loye  to 
a  maid!: 

When  to  him  I  ran. 

He  turned  and  he  kiss’d  me.  Who 
then  could  upbraid 
So  civil  a  man? 

The  next  day  1  found  to  a  third  he 
was  kind, 

1  rated  him  soundly— he  swore  1  was 
blind: 

So  let  me  do  all  that  1  can. 
Still,  still  hd's  the  manl 

The  shepherds  all  bid  me  beware  of 
his  art,— 

1  do  what  1  can  ; 

But  he  has  taken  such  hold  of  nry 
heart, 

1  doubt  he’s  the  man. 

3o  sweet  are  his  kisses,  his  looks  are 
so  kind. 

He  may  have  his  faults,  but  if  none 
1  can  find,  [can? 

^rho  can  do  more  than  they 
e — still  is  the  man. 
SOMEHOW  MY  SPIfr  DLE  I 
MISLAID. 

S  unehowr  my  spindle  I  rnisiaid. 

And  lost  it  underneath  the  grass; 
J3  uuon,  advancing,  bow’d  his  head, 
And  said,  ‘  What  seek  you  pietty 
lass  V 

A  little  love,  but  urg’d  with  care. 
Oft  leads  a  heart,  and  leads  it  far, 

’Twas  passing  by  yon  spreading  oak. 
That  I  my  spindle  lost  just  now. 
His  knife  .toen  kindly  Damon  took. 
And  from  a  tree  he  cut  a  bough. 

A  little  love,  &o. 

Thus  did  the  youth  his  time  employ. 
While  me  he  tenderly  beheld. 

He  talked  of  love ;  '1  leap’d  for  joy ; 
For,  ah  1  my  heart  did  fondly  yield. 

A  little  love,  6cc. 

TO  DIE  IS  NOTHING, 

To  die  is  nothing,  ’tis  our  end,  we 
know,  [woe  ; 

But  ’tis  a  sure  release  from  all  our 
*Tis  from  the  mind  to  set  the  Vy 
free. 


And  rid  the  world  of  wretched  things 
like  me. 

A  thousand  ways  our  troubles  here 
.  increase,  [our  peace; 

While  care  succeeding  care  destroys 
Why  fly  we,  then?  what  can  such 
comfort  eive  ?  'to  live 

We  cease  to  suffer,  when  we  cease 

SONG— Mom  us. 

Each  mortal  tasting  first  of  breath 
Is  heard  to  wail  and  cry; 

Sorrow  to  me  is  worse  than  death, 
1  never  gr  eve,  not  1 
But  laugh  at  dull  spleen,  and  defy 
her  worst  dart,  [my  heart. 
While  one  ha,  ha,  ha,  1  can  find  in 

The  learned,  brave,  the  rich,  the  wise, 
wBy  turns  experience  care ; 

While  1  tne  wrinkled  hag  despise, 

,  ArV*  her  venom  dare. 

1 11  langh  at  dull  spleen,  and  despise 
„  her  worst  dart. 

While  one  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  X  can  find 
in  my  heart. 

A  SIMILE. 

The  travellers  that  through  deserts 
ride. 

By  conduct  of  some  friendly  star, 

VS  nen  clouds  obscure  their  trust? 
guide, 

Out  of  their  course  must  wander  fa  . 

So  1,  with  pensive  care  and*  pain. 

In  absence  sr ill  must  stray, 

Till  vou,  my  star,  shine  out  again. 
And  light  me  on  my  way. 

I  THOUGH  TO  HAVE  A  BOUT  A’/* 
DRINKING. 

Though  to  have  a  bout  at  drinkign 
When  I  hear  the  glasses  chinking 
There’s  nothing  but  I’d  do  or  says 
Yet  Skirmish  shall  ne’er  run  away 

For  here  is  his  motto,  and  so  there’s 
an  end;  [fawn  and  are  civil  • 
He’s  none  of  your  flatterers  who 
But  for  country,  his  bottle,  his  king 
aud  his  friend,  [to  the  Devil 
Little  Skirmish  would  go  half-wav 

Soldiers  often  fickle  prove; 

Who  can  know  his  mind  forever' 
We  forgive  you  false  in  love. 

But  deserters  never,  never, 

NOW  SAFE  MOORD'  , 

Now  safe  moor’d,  with  bowl  before  us 
Messmates  heave  a  hand  with  me 
Lend -a  brother  sailor  chorus, 

While  he  sings  our  lives  at  sea. 

O’er  the  wide  wave-swelling  oceat 
Toss’d  aloft  or  humbled  low. 

As  to  fear,  ’tis  all  a  notion,— 

When  our  time’s  come,  we  must 


1  wako  from  my  trance;— 

Bring  the  sword,  shield  ana tenet 
My  name  shall  be  famous  In  story  ; 
Now  danger  has  charms 
For  love  sounds  to  arms. 

And  love  is  my  passion  and  glory, 

OH  TAKE  THIS  WREATti. 
Oh,  take  the  wreath  this  hand  has 
WqV°  and  emblem  of  my  love. 


SHOULD  BE  WISELY 

kind. 

lould  be  wisely  kind, 

»  her  passion  scope , 

[l  her  inclination, 
l  withont  probation* 

B  lover’s  mind 
ie  sweet  blossom,  hope, 

i  beauty  kindly  love,  . 

kd  vows  may  fan  the  five ; 
id  vows  (raitorg  prove- 

sucuofcds  desire, 
and  well-earn’d  fame. 


^24?fl1^rrn.HlKe“epih.Trbri(|hfe? 
Whlle^you  art  constant,  kind,  and 
But  should  you,  false  to  love  and l  me. 
Wish  from  my  fondnesstobefree, 
Foreboding  that  my  fate  is i  ni«h. 

Each  grateful  tlow’r  will  droop  ana 

CONQUER  AND  FORGIVE, 
j  Though  strong  your  nerves  to  pdise 

Or  raise  *the  inassiye  shield. 
Though  swift  as  lightning,  through 

The^sword  of  death  you  wield, 

>Tis  from  the  heart  the  power  must 

To  conouer  and  forgive  the  foe. 
Though,  edg’d  by  spells  and  magic 

You^sworci  may  reap  renown, 

»Tis  honour  cousecrates  youj*  a^Wis, 
And  gives  the  laurel  crown, 

>T  s  from  tne  heart  the  pow  r  must 

To  conquer  and  forgive  the  foe, 
LOWLY  FELICITY. 

HaoDV  the  nymph  who  neir  can  kno. 

WtmwUlin,  Uvea  in  l,w  eet*t*.f . 


ki|h»andvowsjhW 
Honour,! 

*eed  the 

THE  LITTLE  BLIND  BOY. 

On  a  poorlittle  boy  stone  bUnd. 
Not  aware  of  the  danger.  I  instan 
When  heCdrew  “rom  bis  quiver  adar 
Pffv^oower  you  shall  know ;’ 
Th#And  winded8  mT’right  la  th 


’o  fret  u*  and  plague  us,  and  teaie 

°^n°i  outwit 

muy  you 

W  If  they’reVet  0^!}*v,®u'*1  ,ee 
They  masters 

Nay,  though  yon  secure  them  as  safe 

They'alerdryPoulhelifeof  thed.vU 
himself. 

»iIS  BEAUTY,  COMMANDS 
>Tis  Beauty  commands  me, 

Mv  heart  must  obey* 

>TAn  d°Fame  leadsthe  way 
with  my  love  l  rmU  live,  or  with 


HOW.  WHEN,  aWD  WHERE. 

f)H,  tell  me  when  &  tell  me  where’ 

VfMi  Am  I  to  meet  with  thee  my  fair 
1 11  meet  tli*  e  in  ti«e  silent  night 

Wh.  n  stars  are  sinning  gently  light, 

'lv?JUiiUK  »  foIi  ov,e*  &  not  t0°  bri8ht, 

To  tell  who  blushes  there. 

You’ve  told  me  when,  now  tell  me 
where, 

And  I  to  meet  with  thee  my  fair  ; 

*  ,l,ee  *n  that  lonely  place. 

Where  flowerets  dwell  in  sweet  em¬ 
brace. 

And  Z  pliyr  comes  to  steal  a  grace, 
i’o  shed  on  tiie  midnigh  air. 

You've  told  me  when,  and  told  me 
where. 

But  how  shall  I  know  thou' It  be 
there ; 

Tliou’li  know  it  when  I  sing  this  lay. 
Which  wandering  boys  on  organs 
play,  ° 

No  lover  sure  can  miss  Us  way, 

When  led  by  this  signal  air— 

Pal  la  la — thi$  signal 


BLYTHE  WAS  SHB 

BY£a*£‘ertlrrvror8  tb«  ®ik, 
°"«J-Mrrow  bauk*  *he  bBrk-» 

Kmi®  *?V*  bonnier  lass. 

Than  braes  o'  Yarrow  ever  saw. 

Bly  sht*  biythe»  and  ncrry  was 

»iBIf  waf  kjt*  «"d  ben, 

j>7  the  banks  of  Ern, 
And  bly  ther  in  Gienturit  glen 

Her  looks  wore  like  a  Cower  in  Mav 
Her srnUes  was  like  a  SimmermTo™ 
lW»e  tripped  by  the  banks  of  Em 
As  light's  a  bird  upon  a  ilionu* 

Blytln#(4cc. 

Her.bonnv  fare  it  vras  as  meek  i 
As  ony  lamb  up<  n  a  h  a; 

Trio  evening  sun  was  ne'er  sae 

sweet. 

As  was  the  blink  o'  Phemie’s  ee. 

Blythe,  dec, 

Tbewidlghland  hUU  Ive  wan<*er'd 

It  ,he  l  ban  be,  n  : 

Ph®mie  wo  the  blvtho»t  la  «  ' 
That  ever  tiode  the  dewy  green* 
Blithe*  co 


OHl  LADY  FAlB.i 

OHJ  Lady  fa  r,  where  art  thou 
roaming? 

The  sun  has  sunk,  the  night  is  com¬ 
ing. 

Stranger,  I  go  o*ei  and  moun¬ 
tain. 

To  tell  my  beads  at  agnea'  fountain 

A,,tt’So'xrn’  "ithb“whia 

Oh  I  lady  fair  whan  i.  h«  Koine? 

ToT^nd™JniS  b,iUr.,n?  weak  1  falter, 
lotell  my^ beads  at  Agnes  altar, 

CI,,blo«'i*ib*  rain’  nlBht  wi"0*  >re 

Dre“oin“.nd’  dark’*  the  we’re 

Fu's’nl*  ®Ofnin«C  blushes 

i  il  e.rew  tor  thee  a  bed  of  ruches. 

Ah  I  stranger,  when  my  beads  I’m 
count  me.  *  ™ 

1 11  bJi®"  ‘by  nams  at  Agnes’  foun- 
Then.pifcrim,  turn,  &  rest  thy  tor- 

ih°rUol‘!“°  ‘°  AKne8’  *brins  to  mor- 

G°0tdellin“8*r’  Wben  my  be*d,  ,,,n 
MyUni‘.  ‘haU  bl8**‘ky  leaf  dw. ) 

S‘reru’.lieit'"  °ll!  :‘tr#W  our  b*<»  « 

Htrblur,feLmUSt  m  mor»i"' 


CAKE  FLY  FAR  AWAY 


:..fly  far. 


f^ARE, 

V*  Joy's  bright  star 
Now  gail v  glancing, 

bets  spirits  dancings 
Strains  of  woe, 

Cease  to  flow ; 

airs  of  pleasure. 

An!  cfafenge  measure. 

Winter's  night. 

Take  the  flight,— 

Come,  May's  morning. 
Green  earth  adorning,— 
Come  with  bloom. 

And  perfumr,— 

Twist  garlands  vernal 
lo  prove  eternal. 


SUCH  A.  NOBBY  HEAD  Or  HAIR 
Tune— He  was  such  a  nice  young  man 

You've  called  on  me  to  .Inga  eong 

I’ll  VUmtheVgood  o, bad, but 

E«as$K£^! 

*  around  me  here ,  AW 

around  you,— now. 

But  something  l  win  y 

Thore^n,o«uV^Vl»lh“dW>me  “ 

1h  ranobbyheadofb.lr.derol>tc> 


When  an  infant  I  a  wonder  was,  but  „ 

nobby  bead  of  hai^  d#  ^  &e  j 

T  on  to  all  nlaces  of  amusement,  and  . 
Balls  ^layir'white* Conduit  Gardens,  | 

!  feel'prouder  thMaprince|Ajbert,when  ' 

nobby  head  of  ha»r.rf  dg  rQ,  &c 
although  my  hair  is  elegant.  It  often 

‘SSSkfr. 

nobby  head  of  ha^  ^  r0jf 

rjsa^ifsr- 

tv  »«  he  d/lgT’my  nobbv  head  of  haw. 
pond  by  my  rpyi  r^l,  &C, 


He  left  me  near  dead  With  affriglii ,  and 
wet  throw* h  te  the  ahtii  . 

A  mob  soon  came  around  me  they 

A  did  nought  but  jeer  and  arni, 

A  policeman  took  me  Into i  custody, 

H  and  solemnly  did  swear, 

I  a  member  of  the  swell  mob  was.  by 

my  nobby  head  onjsdr^  ^  fcc> 
To  the  magistrate  my. innocence  I 

Hesa^arpr«o7fu;t«o.you, 

To  J^a^dnfilf^’-t-put 

cut 

But «  nobby  htaTdonfdha.r.  &c 

1  thought  it  would  havedr0.'!stneraa< 
1  *•  I®,*  co  crew  again  so  lust, 

1  It  put  me  in  such  spirits  that  I  soo 

•  The  «d^^Vowu  all  m  fat. 

ltt  I  looked  so  lean  and  spa™*  v 
t  My  f rends  they t  knew  me  only,  by 
f  ,„y  nobb,  head°M.a.;.rol,  &c 


But  now  that  I  am  free  again.  I’m 

That’s  on*^ reason  why  to  nisht.  you 
Tb  see,  I’ve  come  here  10  sing 
i  But  this  is  a  fact  you  can  t  deny,  it 
is  a  thing  most  rare— 

To  see  a  handsome  chap  l|he"’«*with 

such  a  nobby  head  of  ha, ^  ^ 


AH.  CAN  I  E’ER  FORFET  THEE 

Ah  can  I  e’er  forget  thee.love,  when 
An*  c  fur  from  thee  away  ? 

Should  grief  a  pang  •uPPly# 

I’ll  pay  thee  sigh  for  8,8*i»  * 

Ah,  can  1  e’er  forget  ‘heefl£v*e*T#r. 

When  thy  charms  recollecting, 

car.  fancy  ever  rove  t  _ 
v  virtues  reflecting* 

°?ntl  p»er  weaken  love? 

Ah!  1  e’er  forgetthee,  &c. 

Ah  no!  returning  thm.  shall  find, 

T>,if  AC’^’i  ®’’r  l  tl'ee,&c’ 


144 


A  M  AIDER  TIlEftE  LIVED. 

A  ,l'r’d  ‘»"»w 

J^TxuilP.  bTo’w'Sl0" 

ooau 

wh?n  the*  w<T»nt  shut,  whv 
v^iiliho5Kia^Tayi  w^uW  sliine. 
syah  a  black  eye,  blue  eye.  blear  ere 
j>*£  switel  eye,  and  t^ufilu 

8lrlnMna?0M.‘W0  ***  ®*Cre*- 

Wh-M-.*h  i  vlH‘‘ar  «»»  «nou»,  but 
which  I  call  a  nose ,  * 

?u% pp.Tr,°f  tence  U  8,,ouW  •een* 

For.  "‘‘^“‘’ona  we’d  look  tery 
‘polish  and  queer,  y 

WUhvcHjr  Boman,  Grecian,  Kniib- 

a^ineiX"^  M,0Ut’ 

B^ro7^„!°0kM  th8‘’8"he“ 

And  Wush'd  like  a  rose— when  the  ' 
paint  was  put  on. 

At  church  ev'ry  morning  her  prav- 
era  she  would  acan,  p  1 

An*  e5c5  n,fhl  8i*h  an<*  think  of 
^  the  duty  of  man. 

WUh  her  groaning,  moaning,  sigh-  i 

leasts ,at>«rnabie,-.l5ve  1 


i  /CTwar* aBd  Dick  H°«’ 

W  nhKi^J!wf«heepIs*  *•*!,.  Igmb'a  fry. 

«Cndofchli 

•“* 

_  “  to  make 

^^fiSrth'T*  Came  “ 

wlr£**rJ;™  teh“14* aud  hi* 


FORGET  thee 

JPORGETtheeJ— in  my  banquet  hall 
i  ..6S.M  my  felloir  men. 

.  le  **•«■  that  eeerec  fall. 

U I  format  thee  ttien. 

Th*wTn?n,*“t  hour*  with  *on.  and 
_*  eT«f’»hefd  with  thee, 

T  thrm?"  8kt  hour'‘*  they  atill  era 
And  fatal  memory  I 


The  folliea  of  youth  the  lied  Iona 
civen  o  er, 

^  fifty -f our * * **  1  81,18  of  was  turn'd 
who’w“h  woid8 

jr^aro^v11*  b,,,8"‘ 

Wilh  j‘«r  hotwehold.  leasehold,  free, 
hold,  and  her  copyhold  and  tone. 
Blent.  i 

Th*rouVli»tl°  ,pp,,r’d  ®"  “>U  am* 

^h.»*^,:^re  by  hi. 

T,“.bou.dSj  •"*  *’« 

He'd  depart  from  tba  world,  shop. 
_  «nd  gooM,  *  p* 

Wuh  his  waistco  t,  breaches,  mea¬ 
sures,  scissors  buitou-bolea,  and  i 
buckram.  j 

The  next  was  a  butcher,  of  slauah*  I 
iff-  ox  fame.  j 


"^‘SfUr1"  the  ni'tliful  dance, 
f  il5eie. ao«o  ^y*'#  bright  ray 

makts  me  with  ife 
Turn  awiftin  tears  away. 

°°  hawik.K,ny  mi**ir*b*  w^hen  they 

With*  V*fh®  id®  poel'a  p<fn* 
"^wreath'd  Pafna#iia,i  «»•«*  hath 
If  I  forget  thee  then, 

P®’*9,1  ‘bee!_°h,  there  »  but  one. 
Could  froiu’my  memory  chase, 

E"lt.l.i!,'r^meh*^n,i've  *a*’d  upon. 

Each  softly  wiTiniwg  grace. 

To  be  that  one's  my  first,  first  vow. 

I  , pledg'd  with  infant  breath. 

And  he  comes  to  demand  me  now. 
Thy  rival,  love—  is  death, 

FSIT5et  lh««I“"when  my  funeral  urn. 
a  T!17  «u*e  ahill  meet. 

And  censers  of  aroma  born. 

Itehaling  at  my  feet, 

When  winds  and  storms  careering 
sweep. 

Unheeded  o'er  my  brejKt, 

And  cvpreog  waves— than  turn  and 
weep. 

And  own  my  love's  at  rest. 
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MISTER  BARNEY.  I 

Mister  Barney  one  day  went  to  Lime*) 
rick  fair. 

And  hireda  noddy  to  carry  him  there. 

To  meet  pretty  Shela  Megan. 

But  shela  had  waited  some  time  for 
the  boy. 

And  thought  he’d  been  playing  with 
Katty  Molloy, 

To  tell  him  her  mind  thus  began ; 
Ochl  Mister  Barney, 

None  of  your  cgrgey  t 

Hands  off.  and  don't  be  sb  free 
You’ve  been  with  the  girls. 
Your  muffin-face  tells. 

And  the  devil  may  have  vou  for  me. 
Mister  Barney. 

Mister  Barney,  who  little  thought 
thus  to  be  used. 

Made  an  oath  that  his  honour  and 
word  she  abused,  , 

And  could  she  be  Shela  Megan  ? 

Then  running  to  kiss  her— fhe  cried, 
if  you’re  wise. 

Don't  touch  me,  sr,Barney,I'll  scratch 
out  your  uyes, 

1  know  jor/re  a  vile  wiched  man. 

•  So,  Mister  Barney, 

None  of  your  carney ; 

Hands  off,  and  don’t  be  so  free. 
you*?e  been  with  the  girls. 
Your  baby-face  tells,  «c* 

Mister  Baruey  then  poll’d  out  a  bit 
of  a  rope, 

Aud  told  her,  that  since  he  had  no* 
thing  to  hope. 

He’d  hang  up  for  Shelah  Megan. 

But  Shelah,  grown  softer,  his  pur¬ 
pose  to  check. 

Cried,  No:  if  you  hang,  let  it  be 
round  my  neck. 

Though,  Barney,  arn't  you  a  sad 
rnant 

.  Och  t  Mister  Barney, 

Pretty  faced  Barney 

Ahd  is  it  the  ring  there  I  see? 
We’ll  ride  In  the  noddy. 

To  father  O’Teddy, 

And  married,  och  1  no,  wo  won't  be— 
Mister  D.rney. 


NEW  HAY  WAFT  ITS  SWEETS*. 

New  hay  waft  its  Sweets  on  the  breath 
of  the  morn.  a  . 

The  dew  drop  encrystals  the  sweet 
scented  thorn,  . 

And  white  are  the  lambkins,  fresh 
blooms  the  wild  rose 

When  rubbings  soil  kisses  itsblushss 


Thy  oreath,  lovely  Mary,  excels  m 
new  hay  .  •  • 

Thy  eyes  are  like  crystals  that  spangle 
the  spray. 

And  white  is  thy  bosom,  no  lambkin 

Nor  blush  of  wild  roses  with  thine 
can  compare. 


:modern  APPEARANCES. 

If  to  form  and  distinction,  in  towu 
you  would  bow. 

Let  appearance  of  wealth  be  your 
care: 

If  your,  friends  see  you  live,  not  a 
creature  cares  how. 

The  question  will  only  be,  whereT 

A  circus,  a  polygon,  cresent,  or  place. 

With  $d*as  of  magnificience  tally. 

Squares  are  common,  streets  queer, 
but  a  lane’s  a  disgrace  ; 

Aitd  we've  no  such  a  thing  as  an 
alley. 

A  first  floor’s  pretty  well,  and  a  par¬ 
lour  so  so; 

But,  pray,  wno  ean  give  themselves 

Or  mix  with  high  folks,  if  so  vulgarly 
low 

To  live  up  In  a  two-pair  of  stairs. 

The  garret,  excuse  me,  I  mean  attie 
floor, 

(That,#  the  name,  and  its  right  yon 
must  know  it.)  , 

Would  be  teuantleas  ofteu ;  but  ge¬ 
nius  will  soar. 

And  it  does  very  well  for  a  poet. 


THE  LASS  OF  RICHMOND  HILL 

On  Richmond  hill  there  lives  a  lass. 
More  bright  than  May-day  mom. 
Whose  charms  all  oth*r  maids  surpass 
A  rose  without  a  thorn. 

This  lass  so  neai,with  imilesee  sweet 
Has  won  my  r»«ht  good  will, 

I’d  crowns  resign,  to  call  thee  in  foie. 
Sweet  lass  of  Richmond  hill. 

Ye  sephyrs  gey  that  fan  the  air  . 

An  <t  wanton  in  ►  o'  the  flttore,  ^ 
O  whitfter  to  my  cbaiuiing  fair, 

I  die  for  her  I  tpv. . 

This  l  ist  so  neat  fcc, 

How  happy  will  the  shepherd  be. 
Who  calls  this  nymph  his  own  I 
Oh  may  her  choice  h®  fixed  on  me. 
Mine's  fix’d  oir  nor  alone, 

this  less  sencnlt  Mb 
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HARK  !  THE  LOUD  TUNING 
HORN. 

Hark  ;  the  loud  tuning  horn  bids  the 
sportsman  prepare 
Arid  the  hounds  woo  .him  forth  to 
the  lawn ; 

The  huntsman  proclaims  that  the 
morning  is  fair. 

And  Aurora  wish  red  I  streak  a  the 
dawn. 

With  pleasure  ha  hearkens  to  the 
heart  sour  dine  cheer. 

Shakes  Morpho.usand  slumber  away 

While  Joyful  hi'  starts,  and  with  speed 
doth  appear  _ 

The  foremost  to  welcome  the  day 

While  his  pleasure  full  glowing  en¬ 
livens  his  face,  •; 

And  the  hounds  in  full  concert  re¬ 
joice. 

From  the  sportsmen,  ye  drones,  you 
may  learn  how  to  live. 
Exempted  from  pain  or  disease; 

He’ll  shew  that  the  fields  and  tin 
meadows  will  give. 

That  health  which  you  barter  lo*. 
ease. 


8WEKT  MR.  LEVI. 

H'KtN  a  pretty  little  hoy, 

*  w  \  young  merchantman  90  gav, 
With  my  lollipops  and  toy*, 

Of  Duke’s  place  I  bore  i  lie  sway. 
The  pretty  little  maidens. 

With  their  pretty  little  smile, 
Dev  s  ole  my  little  heart. 

For  my  scn>cs  tin  y  beguile. 

ftPOKEN  Vel,  I  remember  the  day 
when  I  tramped  with  m>  iittie  shop 
r«Muid  my  neck,  and  turned  my  homst 
x:viutr;  hut  den  de  little  shedcbels  al¬ 
ways  was  upon  my  thoughts— d#*re  ; 
O'as  their  cry)  dore  .roes  (meet  Mr. 
Levi  t  dere  g.-n  s  charming  Mr,  Leri ! 
~ * d«  re  go*»  hand 'Oms  Mr  Levi  !— 

«  re  T»i e  !  Tiore  me  1  the  sound  of  their 
•ir-Aty  little  Yokes  always  m  me  me 
Ful,  1*1,  la,. dee. 

•  A  fesr  yea  »  pass  away, 

.  V-  man  soon  I  grows 

•*’  'A -hen  around  in  London  streets, 

^  !  chant  away  old  clothes; 

J*0  k.dr-- elo  salt— -clo  — 

1  n*sc  uloui  tiie  cry, 
ind  us  1  pass  a loii.-, 

■Ho*  the  pretiv  damsel-  ski,. 


Spoken  Bless  thy  heart !  vel,  va» 
can  I  do!  I  console  viih  em  as  vcl1 
as  I  am  able;  and  though  a  eifeum. 
scribed  Jew,  I  tickles  th*ir  fancy  a< 
well  as  tkie  best,  for  I  always  make 
’em  siug,  Fal  lal  la.  Jcc. 

Den  mv  uncle  Aaron  died. 

And  I  was  he  ir  for  lif(>  •. 

So  1  thought  myself  us  how 
.To  g*t  a  little  vi/e; 

I  d  kissed  and  tojed  away 
When  man  y  n  vix»  n  she. 

But  I  van  ted  one  alone 
To  kiss  and  toy  rid  me. 

Spoken  So  left  off  trading  in  old 
clothes,  to  trade  with  hiiii.*'  hearts: 
no  I  makes  love  to  Miss  Rachael, and 
'he  beautiful  creature,  melts  my 
heart  like  a  stick  of  dutch  sealing 
wax,  which  makes  me  sing. 

Ful  lal  la,  Ac. 
So  married  soon  I  got. 

And  sung  “bee one  dull  cure,** 
And  nine  mor.ti>>  aft.  t  that 
1  danc  d  a  little  heir; 

Then  J  tcob.  Mo,  rnd  Sue, 

Vid  Samuels  so  s.’y. 

How  hapnv  was  the  Jew 
Vid  such  a  family. 

Spoken  Ble«smy  heart,  vatalmppy. 
rogue  vas  I ;  I  thought  m>self  riel*  r 
than  Solomon  in  all  hit  f^*ry,  f*»i  1 
had  got  the  true  bego  tenr  Udren  ut 
my  heart  around  me,  in»  at  could 
my  vife  and  1  do  but  sing, 

Fal  lal  la,  &c. 


BLOOM  IS  ON  THE  RV  E. 

V*  V  pretty  Jane!  my  pretty  Jane, 
AvJ.  Ah  never  look  so  shy. 

But  meet  me,  meet  me  in  the 
even in*, 

Wheii  ill «  bloom  is  on  the  rye. 

And  spring  is  waning  fast  nay  love. 
Tin*  csrn  U  in  the  ear. 

The  summer  nights  are  coinin  '  leva. 
The  moon  shine*  bright  and  clear. 

Then  pretty  Jane  niy  deur**v«uc», 

1  Ah  uever  took  so  sliyi' 

But  meet  me  meet  me  in  the  cw  tming 
While  the  bloom  is  on  the  rye. 

But  name  the  day  the  weddia-.'  day. 
And  I  will  buy  the  rills'. 

The  lads  ami  msids  ill  favours  *  hi  to. 
•And  the  villai:  C.hcll  s  shall  ring. 

The  ifking  is  waning  fa*;  my  love, 
The  o.»i n  k  in  the  rar, 
i  he  summer  night*  are  coming  U/vu« 
Tile  IiiOwU  shims  bright  and  <•  e^r. 

Then  Pie u*'  1^.*, 


